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HE Editor .of this work bas made it 
his ſtudy to ſelect the beſt known, and 
mot approved Engliſh, Scots and Iriſh Sox ss, 
CanTATAS, GLEIS, We. from meſt of the 
Song Books now extant, and the new Plays 
and Farces which have been publiſhed in the 
courſe of this and laſt ſeaſon in London. 
Together with a number of valuable Origin- 
als, which have never before appeared in 
Print; for which he begs their reſpective 


authers to accept his moſt grateful acknews- 
ledgements. 


It is not the Editor's intention to expaiiate 
on the merits of this werk—he ill leave his 
readers to determine for themſelves ; and only 
wiſhes for that ſhare of Public Faveur which 
this predudlien, when impariial!y examined 
and compared with athers of the kind, will be 

found to de Herve. 
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I E XN 


TO THE 


8 O N G 8. 


F 1 
LL in the Downs the fleet was morr'd 


All you that are wiſe and think life worth 


A Mercer I am in very good ſtile 

A Wonder! a wonder ! a wonder Til flew 

A Parſon who had a remarkable feoible 

A Truant Tar the world I've rang'd 

As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 
Ar thro the fields I chanc'd to ſtray 

A daa of hope my ſoul revives 

At Lantavre, Got bleſi her, a place of 

A Londres I was a taybr nice 

Ah! where can one find a true ſcwain 

A wake faveet muſs! the breathing ſpring 

A Flaxen-headed cow-boy, as ſimple as may be 
A Brimming glaſs is my delight 

A Voyage over ſeas had not enter d my head 
Amo, amas 

A Clerk I was in London gay 

Among the fwains who trip the plaixs 
Attend ail ye nymphs and ye fwains of the green 
As the moles filent ſtream crept penfive along 
4 Taylor I was once as blythe as may te 

As through the grove the other day 

As Dermot toiPd one ſummers day 

At the found of the horn 


By this fountain's flow'ry ide 
| A 
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Belinda fair, I lately met 107 
Brother Jahn. — Brother John 122 
Blow high, blow tow, let tempeſts tear 3 
 Blowon ye winds, deſcend ſaſt rain 242 
= 
Come tell me, dear Phillis, come tell me, I pray 139 
Come Roger, and liſten to where I have been 157 
Come let us all, with one accord 161 
Come gie 's a ſang, the lady cry'd 169 
Came, let us dance and ing 1 "mas 
Come buſtle, buſtle, drink about 206 
Core liſten, my good fri:nds, to an eld dog's new 177 
D 
Declining let the damaſk raſẽ 11 
Dans votre lit that bright parterre — 
Diſtreſs me with thoſe tears no more - 36 
Dear Kathleen you, 19 do wt find 55 
Dear fir, this brown jug, that now amt with mild 58 
| F | 
Tibxwives, I have laſt ny wife 38 
1 ram parching ſunmers, and boi ſſerous evinters 40 
From the Light giving cat breaks the morn _ 76 
From plowing the ocean, and thraſhing Monſieur $46 
Tram the light down thut mocks the gale 182 
Four and twenty fillers ail on a row 218 
Fram this reg young Willy went | 221 
Fairejt of the tuneful Nine 226 
Farewel ts old England, thy avbite cli 5 adieu 232 
2 
Guardian angels now preted? me 87 
AH 


How pleaſant a ſuiler”s life paſſer 
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Her ſeep had in cluſters erept cliſe to a grove 
How happy the ſoldier aubs lives on his pay 

How happy the woman, whoſe charms 

How little do the landſmen know 

How happy a flate does the virgin poſſe 7 
Hope's a cheat, a great deceiver 

How miſtaken is the lover 

Hark ! the horn calls away 

How long hall hapleſs Colin mourn 


" Hark! how dreadful tumults ſhake the angry main 


1 


I am worſe than poor debtors, coop*d up in their cages 39 


In Landen my life if a ring of delight. 

In Carlow town their liv'd a maid 

Pm here in France, and more oel I 

I /ing the Britiſh Seamen's praiſe 

I'll never go abroad again 

I'll jing you a ſong of a modern date 

In Olic eye no Cupids ſport 

Tim a blade both free and eafy 

In gaudy courts, with acking hearts 

In various /hapes I ve oft been known 

I met in gur village a ſwan lather day 

1 met young Damon t'otber day 

IT once was a poet in London 

Ill ing you a ng; fuith, T m firging it here now 
Lin told by the wiſe ones a maid I jhall dis 
E Sailed in the good ſhip the Kitty 

IT Sigh and lament me in vain 

Fl ing you a ſeng, it is my intention 
Lin a hearty good feihw, a ruby nos'd fot 
Ja Yarrow-vale, by Yarrow j/tream 
Once had a per that try'd ev ry art 
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163 
165 
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132 
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| 2 | iv IN NX. 
| : | Pre Ad and I've prattl:d io fifty fair maids 2/78 
1 1 Have laſt my deareſt William 235 - 
= In vain do poets firive to ſing - 239 
6 HH If youll not think the ſuljedt tos hackney'd and 251 
F -| | 7 
| | | Fonathan a au wen? 5 65 
11 | £ 
[ | Kiikenny is a handſume place 79 
1 . 
| ! J ng et r | | 7 
' f.ot thoſe ho would . eig hear reaſ,n ro 
i Let care be a flranger to each jowuinl foul 103 
, Look wid Ic tu but 105 
4 Z. lrfier Vie, ler javnting 119 
] J meariinmas £6re a year 124 
. IJ. angry Ocan to te 202 
4 T Fad Alcander figo'd in vain 2120 
Fi Tong tine with the graces fair Venus lad frye 245 
11 L' a 12h, if Gay favs true 248 
Tera. braſ's of wealth and ne 255 
if 8 
ot i: Ma chere ame, * cturming fair 93 
if by honny auler“ A aun my mind 10 
{4 My laddie is gane far awa' der the plai : 149 
2 15 A notber /he toll me auben I was a boy I74 
| il | Mon cher ami, ami tres cher I95 
is My dear mem, how you clack axvay 199 
q My mother ſays I'm now fixteen | 213 
4, | Aa his fair Cecilia's Lyre 244 
5 1 Naw ſafe moor d, with bowl before us 175 
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X. 


Van were free from College rules 

Ny mere I'll court the town: bred fair 

No paſtime no. ſport, can with hunting compare 
Na more from fair to fair I'll rove 


0 


Of ups and downs we daily ſee 

Our reckoning we've paid, here's to all bon repas 
Jus morning young Roger accoſted me thus 

O! Lovely Dolly, fat and fleek, nvhen landing 
Our groti9 was the ſweeteſt place | 

Of all the young /hepherd's that dance on the green 
On that lame bun where Lubin dy'd 

One morning in May 4521 ail nature did bloom 

O ave ye ſeen the riſing ſun 

Once toe gods of the Greets, at ambreſial feaſt 


7 
Poor Jenny, am'rous, young, and gay 
8 


Sit down neighbours all, and Til tell a merry jiory 
Soepoaerds I have la my Ive 


Shall I, waſting in diſpair 

dice on, fieep on, my Kathleen dear 

Since love it the plan 

Since Kathleen has provd fo untrue 

Eir:ce the world is /5 old, and the times are fo rew 
Somme evomen take delight in drefi 

Siuce folly keeps uꝑ its force far and near 

Says Phelim in Ireland no langer Til. ſtay 

Since a wonderful Man T find is quite common 
Sweet, ſavect Robinette, all the ſhepherds declare 
Sweet Poll of Plymnouth is my dear 

S zephyr, en thy balmy wing 


* 


Iv 


vi EN X. 


Such bearutics in view, I 
Such itching for boxing ſure never was known 


; * 
Tho' Bacchus may bog ſt of his care killing bowl 


*Twas when the ſeas were roaring 

The failor he fears not the roar of the ſeas 
The m:r;:ing ars/e in her ſaffron robe dreſi 
The ſailor boldly plows the dec p 

The wand” ring ſailor ploughs the main 
Tho” I can't walk quite ftraight 


The buſy crew their ſails unending 
' The" late Twas plump, round and jelly 
Tre ſpring with ſmiling face it ſeen 
7 Lexlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bowrs 
The wealthy fool, ait hi geld in ſlore 
The murning we're married, how funny and jelly 
The moment aurora peep'd inis my room 
Te top ſails oiver in the wind 
"Twas at the gates of Calais, Hegarth tells 
"Tavas when the ſeas were roaring 
Tie honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
Tho” my features, I'm told 
Tie lowland lads think they are fine 
7 man has long boaſted ax abſolute ſway 
The Briti/h Lion is my fign 
The fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride 
Tho” the fate of battle on to-morrow wait 
- There was an old man, and though its not common 
TL, with Puffs daily papers are cramm d, fir 
Thugs, thus my boys, our anchor's <veightd 
The bluſh of Aurora now tinges the mern 


To Anacreon, in heav'n, where he ſat in full gle. 


— 


204 
233 
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The Lark with fweet carols had new wak'd the morn 13 


18- 


23 
26 
35 
AY 
45 


IND E X. 


To horſe, ye jolly ſportſmen 193 

Thro' waves and winds, in days that are ng more 

The dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home 

The ſun ſets in night, and the flars ſpun the day 

Two maigens ſat complaining 

The ſummers heat beſlowing 

The pride of ev'ry grove I choſe 

The ſilver moon's enamour d beam 

The ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring 

The riſing bluſh of opening day 

"Twas at the break of day wwe ſpy'd 

To my muſe give attention, and deem it not 

Tir the firſt glimpſe of morn, the dawn, ſee 

To /ing about dogs, fir, has long been the faſhion 
mw 


When I at my window am gazing 
When a lover”s in the wind 


With a cheerful old friend, and a merry ald ſong 


Was there ever poor Nymph ſo tormented as 1 
When up to London firſt I came 


When Britains firſt at Heaven's command 
When firſt began, fir, to ogle the ladies 
IWhence comes it, neighbour Dick 

When Bibo thought fit from this world to retreat 
N ben Werter fair Charlotte beheld 

Water parted from the ſea 

With my botile aud laſs 

Without a ſedtation, gay, youthful and pret'y 
Why, ſweet Maria, why fo coy 

When fir/t ce hear the Beatſwain ray 
When kind friends expe a feng 

When necu-mocun hay, on, winding Tay 


When the money wvas ſent I had 2 in the 


vii. 1 
When up the ſbroudi the ſailor goes . 145 
When I came back to Bonny Shadsvell-dock 148 
When firſt I ken'd young Sandy's face 156 
When Britain rent by faftions hand * 157 
When gen rout wine expands the ſoul - on 
What argufies pride or ambition 187 
When Edward firfl heard Poll of Pho was 189 
hen little on the village green | 214 
When weary fol gang d down the weſt 215 
What means, my fair, that cryſtal tear 227 
When William at eve meets me down at the ſtile 228 
While here Anacreon's choſen ſens combine 254 
With riſing morn I took my way 278 
; Yr 
Tour Mountain, Sack, your Frontiniac 8 
Young Damon perceiving Flirtella paſy by 12 
Ze lads of true ſpirit, pay courtſhip to claret 22 
Te lingr'ing winds that feebly blow 24 


Yeung Roger the ploughman, who wanted a mate 29 
Lou know Pm your priefl, and your conſcience is. G1 
Ze bucks and ye bloods who love tipling and ſmoaking 63 
Ye true hong Brim, who love your own land 68 


Younglings fond of female chaſes 775 84 
Yeu my ſpruce little” Matthew ! lov'd fun 89 
You ſuy ſbe's fair ; "tis no Joe matter | 117 
Young Arrabella, mamma's care 134 
Ye humdrums who figh all your life-time away 147 
Young Colin once courted Myrtella the prude 152 


Young Jocley firſt taught my gay fancy to rove 173 
Young Jockey he courted ſweet Mogg the Brunnette 176 


Young Jockey who teiz'd me a tevelve-month 192 
Young William was a wealthy ſtuain 
Ye Cl fs 7 to your airy Heep : 2248 
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MusICAL MISCELLANY. 
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: BOW WOW WO W. 
As Sung by Mr Hooks, at the Anacreontic Society. 


IT down neighbours all, and I'll tell a merry 
ſtory : 

About a Britiſh farmer and Billy P—tt, the Tory. 

I had it piping hot from Ebenezer Barher, 

Who faiPd right from England, and lies in Buſton 

harbour. : 


Bow wow wow, fallal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


This Billy he is call'd Britannia's prime ruler, 
Tho? he's but a puppet that's beld out to fool her! 
His name is a paſſport to get in old finners; 

So he deals the cards that the knaves may be winners! 


Bow wow wow, &c, 


B 


£33 | 
He was bred up a Whig, but with Nobobs to thrive, 


Sir; 
Who have votes in the Houſe, about two out of 


of five, Sir. 
He gave vp the peeple, and vow'd to his ſcandal, 


They ſhould ſeek for their bread without day-light 


or candle, 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


Now it hap'd, te the country he went for a bleſ- 
ſing, | 

And from his State Dad to get a new leſſon. 

He went to Dadd Jenky, by Trimmer Hal attended; 

In ſuch company, good lack! how his morals mult 


be mended ! 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


This Harry was always a ſtaunch friend to Boſton 
His bowels are ſoft, for they yearn'd for Indoſtan. 
If I had him in our townſhip, I'd feather him and 
tar him; 
With forty lacking ene too, I'd lam him and I'd 
ſcar him. 
Bow wow wow, &c. 
With his ſlein full of wine, and his head full of ſtate 


tricks, | 
Sham reforms, commutations, and the reft of his 


late tricks, 
He came back with Harry, two birds of a feather, 


And, both drunk as pipers, they knock'd their heads 


together. 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


3, 


Now fo it fell out, that this pair were benighted, 
Aud drove out of the road; ſo the ſtateſmen alighted; 
And to get in again away ſcrambl'd they, Sir, 

To find the back road unto the King's kighway, Sir. . 


Bow wow wow, &Cc, 


Long loft in the dark were theſe lights of the nation; 

But ſtumbl'd at. laſt to a ſmall habitation 

To which they march'd up, while the fowls, in con- 
fuſion, 


Thought their lives were aim'd at by this bold in- 
truſion! 


Bow wow wow, &c. 


The dogs bark' d, ducks quack*d, and fore Billy bated; 
The wife ſhe cried out, We be all ruinated!“ 


Then ftraightway ſhe ſnatch'd up the veſſel fhe 
piſſ'd in, 


To pour on the head of this ln Philiſt ine. 


w Bow wow wow, Ke. 


The huſband awak*d, by her rage and her ſcreaming, 
And fhrewdly ſuppoſing his wife might be dreaming; 
To make matters ſhort, ſnatch'd bis gun in a fury, 
And cried, “ Sons of Belial! Ive got what will cure 
cc ye. 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


Then Pilly began for to make an oration, 
As oft times he had done to bamboozle the nation; 
B 2 
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E 
But Hodge cried, © gegone, or I'll crack thy young 


crown for't: 
Thou belong'ſt to a rare gang of rogues, IO! be 


c bound for't 
Bow wow wow, &Cc. 


Now Hodge, ' quoth the wife, dont you mind his 
loud bant'ring, 
© For certain he has under his coat a dark lanthorn. 
Shut the gate of the court, if he once gets within it, 
« He'll whip up the bact:flairs, I'll be bound in a 
minute.“ | 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


Then the wife ſhe went on“ Can you go for to ſay 
no 

© Any good upon earth made thee take — bye- way 
now? 


0 Thou cam'ſt to get foot in the houſe; that's the 
plan on't ; 


And ſo let i in thy gang, for to make what they can 
don't. 
Bow wow wow, Xe. 


Don't you hear how the brazen-fac'd rogue now 
* pretends, man? 
« He crept up in the dark, but for virtuous ends, 
man! | 
He favs he's our friend! but it's no ſuch a thing, 
man; | 
The impudent dog would ſay ſo to the King, man!” 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


11 


Then Billy perceiving the wife in a fury, 
And knowing his deeds would not ſtand woman's 
DEED wt 4, | 
Felt the ſpirit of Jenky a dangerous potion 
And roar'd out to Harry to ſpeak for the motion. 
Bow wow wow, &c. 


Then Harry ſtept up: But Hodge ſhrewdly ſuppoſing 
His part was to ſteal, whilſt the other was proſing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, and ſhot thro' his lac'd coat: 
Oh, what pity 't was it did not hit his waiftcoat ! 
Bow wow wow, &. 


Solid men of Boſton make no long orations; 
Solid men of Boſton baniſh ſtrong potations; 
Solid men of Bofton go to bed at ſun-down, 
And never loſe your way, like the loggerheads of 


London. 
Bow wow wow, Kc. 


5.0 W- 0-2 
Tut TRIUMPH or VENUS. 
As Sung by Mr Dic8vumn, at the new Beef-Steak Club. 
H O* Bacchus may boaſt of his care- killing bowl, 
And Folly in thought drowning revels delight, 


Such worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite. 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow ; 


314 


But to Fancy, that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of RefleQtion's the birth of all Woe! 


What foul that's poſieit of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 

For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine 

Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 


- 


The tender exceſs that enamours the heart 
To few is imparted; to millions deny'd ; 


*Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And fools jeſt at that for which Sages have dy'd. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my doom; 
And well can I ipeak of its joy and its ſtrife; 

The bottle affords us a glimpſe thio* the gleam, 
But love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our life. 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread oe'r my fight 
The magic illuſions that ravith the ſoul ; 

Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy myrtle one leat in my bowl! 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e*er jolly God! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wine, 
That's mellow'd by Friendſhip, and ſweeten'd by 
Love. 


Tux UPS axd DOWNS, 


Sung by Mr EDwWIx, in the Choleric Fathers, 
F ups and downs we daily ſee 
Examples moſt ſurpriſing, 


CF 4 


The Hoh and Low, of each degree, 
Now falling are row riſing e 
Some v, tome down ; ſome in, ſome out; 
Some neither one nor t'other ; 
Knavcs, Fools, Jews, Gentiles, join the rout, 
Aud joſtle one another; 
With my heigho! 
Gee op! gee-ho! 
Higgledy piggledv! 
Truth, honour, honeſty ! 
Trim tram ! 
Your honeſty's ſcarce, 
Honvur's grown a mere farce, 
And poor truth! baw ! an obfolcte whim-w ham! 


By ups and downs, ſome folks, they ſay, 
Among Grandees have got, fir ; 
Who were themſclves, but yeſterday, 
The Lord knows who, or what, fir ! 
Saus ſenſe, or pence, in Merit's chair 
They doſe and dream ſupine o! 
But how the Devil they came there— 
That neither you nor I know. 
With my Beighs ! c. 
Your Country-ma:d comes up to town, | 
A ſimple, aukward body; 


In half-a-year again goes down, 
No Peacock half fo gaudy ! 


Lord ma'am ! excluims the Lawyer's wiſe, 
With ſcandal ever ready, 
You lee the ups and downs of life 
Have made our Meg a Lady! 
With my Etighs! fe. 


Virtue and Vanity are grown 
Mere buckets in a well, fir, 
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The laſt gets up, the firſt gets down, 
As all the world can tell, ſir; 
So many dowus poor Virtue meets, 
Her ups fo very few, ſir, 
"Tis ſaid ſhe's naked met i' th? ſtreets, — 


But that is nothing new, fir. I 
With my Heigho! Oc. 


— 


Oh! what an age of ups and downs, 
Hey ! ſeven's the main, my Lord thrice knocks ; 
Lands, Liberties, Manors and Towns, 
Are rattling in the dice-box ! 
Up fly the fools ! on ruin bent, 
While they are full in feather ; 
Get pluck'd, then rumbling down are ſent 


Whoop ! pell mell all rogether. 
With my Heigho! Oc. 


s o N G 4. 


Tux PALACES or LIQUOR. 
Sung by Mr Epwix. z the Choleric Fathers, 


* OUR Mountain, Sack, your Frontiniac, 
Tokay, and twenty more, fir! 
Your Sherry, and Perry, which make men merry, 
Are Deities I adore, far ! 
And well may Port 
Your praiſe extort, 
When from his palace forth he comes ! 
And glucks and gurgles! fumes and foames ! 


Old Rum, Arrack, and Coniac, 
Are known for men of might, fir! 


Nor ſhall Sir Flaſket Florence lack 
A place among my Knights, fir 


1 


Dan Calcavalla 
Is a noble fellow! 


When from, Cc. 


Medeira ! Monarch! him I ſing ! 
And old Hock! lo! another! . 
Champagne is my moſt Chrittian King 
Aad Burgundy's his Brother ! 
Bold Bordeaux ! too, 
Shall have his due! 
When from, Cc. 


If, ſingly, thus, each Champion may 
So many laurels gather, 
Gods! what a glorious Congreſs, they, 
When all are met together! 
When, high in ſtate 
Each Potentate 


Porth fe „ We, 
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17 BANKS or BANN A, 
HEPHERNS I have loft my love, 
Have you ſeen my Anna? 
Pride -f ev'ry ſhady grove 
Upon the banks of Banna. 
I for her my home forſook, 
Near yon mifty mountain; 
Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade, and fountain. 


Never {hall I ſee them more, 
Until her returning 3 
All the juys of life are 0'er,— 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning. 


Whither is my charmer flown ? 
$::epherds tell me whither ? 

Ah! Woe tor me, perhaps ſhe's gone 

For ever and for ever. 


SON G 6. 
THE WAY ro BE WISE, 


DOOR Jenny, am'rous, young, and gay, 1 
Having by man been led attray, 
To nunn'ry dark retir'd; \ 
There liv'd, and look'd ſo like a maid, 
So ſeldom eat, ſo often pray d, 


She was by all admir'd, 


The lady abbeſs oft would cry, 
If any ſiſter trode awry, 
Or proy'd an idle flattern: 
« Sce wile and pious Mrs Jane; 
A lite ſo ſtrict, ſo grave a mein, 
« Is ſare a worthy pattern. 


A pert young ſlut at length replies, 
„%, Derience, madam, makes folks wiſe, 
& *Tis that hath made her ſuch ; 
« And we, poor ſouls, no doubt, ſhould be 
« As pious and as wiſe as ſhe, - 
« If we had ſeen as much.“ 


LO N07. 
x 7.L 1. R-T.-1-L bLi4. 
Y OUNG Damon peiceiving Fliriilla paſs by, 
Like lightning to «ifs her he tiew; 
But ihe with a ſtrugale and trown made reply, 


CF 


I vow I'll cry out if you do, 
But ſhe with a ſtruggle, &c. 


For ſhou'd my mamma, who is in the next room, 
But hear you ſhe?l] cauſe you to rue; 


She'll forbid vou the houſe, then don't you preſume 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


But Damon was not to be terrified fo, 
All women lov'd kiſſing he knew; 


When he offer'd again, *twas pray let me go, 
I vow. I'll cry out if you do. 


The youth by reſiſtance was {till more inflamed, 
And kifſes he ſtole not a few; 

This rudeneſs forbear, Sir, ſhe ſoftly replyed, 
I vow Il cry out if you do, | 


Thus flaſhed with ſucceſs, like a woman at whit, 
The reſolute youth bolder grew; 

But ſt Il ſhe made anſwer, I will got be kifl'd, 
I vow I'll cry out if you do, 


Then Damon reſolv'd his laſt efforts to ſtrike, 
And ſoon made the damſe! come too; 


She lighed and replyed von may take what you like, 
I will not cry out if you do. 


$SONG 8. 


FANNY or Txt DALE. 


D ECLINING let the damaſk roſe, 
Vith envious grief look pale; 
The ummer bloom more freely glows, 
In Fanny of the Dale. 
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Is there a ſweet that decks the field, 
Or ſcente the morning pale ; 

Can ſuch a vernal fragrance yield, 
As fanny of the Dale. 


The painted belles at court revered. 
Look lifeleſs, cold, anc ſtale; 

How faint their beauties when comparc.: 
With fanny of the Dale. 


The willow binds Paſtora's brows, 
Her fond adyances fail 

For Damon pours his warmeſt vows, 
To Fanny of the Dale. 


Might honeſt truth, at laſt, ſucceed, 
And artleſs love prevail; 

Thrice happy could he tune his reed 
With Fanny of the Dale. 


$0 NG g. 


Y this fountain's flow'ry ſide, 
Dreſt in nature's blooming pride; 
Where the poplar trembles high, 
And the bees in cluſters fly; 
While the herdſman on the hill, 
Liſtens to the falling rill ; 
Pride, and cruel ſcorn away, 
Let us ſhare the feſtive day. 


Taſte our pleaſures, ye who may, 


This is nature's holiday. 
Taſte, &c. 


K-84 


Bluſhing Bell, with dowcaſt eyes, 
Sighs, and knows not why the ſighs; 
Tom is by her, we ſhall know, 
How he eyes her!—18't not ſo? 
He is fond, and ſhe is ſhy, 

He would kiſs her,—fie! oh fie! 

Mind thy fickle, let her be, 

By and by ſhe'll follow thee. 
Buſy cenſors hence away, 
This is nature's holiday; 

Buſy, &c. 


Now we'll quaff the nut-brown ale, 
Then we'll tell the ſportive tale; 
All is jeſt, and all is glee, 
All is youthful jollity 
Lads and laſſes all advance. 
Carol blithe, and join the dance, 
Trip it lightly while you may, 
This is nature's holiday. 
Trip it lightly while you may, 
This 1s nature's holiday. 


S ON G 10. 


Tat SONS or THE FOREST, 
By T. WriGchT, Muſician. 


1 Lark with {ſweet carols had new wak'd the morn, 
Who roſe from her couch with a ſoft bluſhing grace; 

The gliſtening dewdrop yet hung on the thorn, 
When the Sons of the Foreſt prepar'd for the Chace: 

The gliſtening dewdrop vet hung on the Thorn, 
When the Sons of the Foreſt prepar'd for the Chace. 

Diana's fair rrain, appear on the plain, 

There preſent to reign o'er the ſports of the day; 


When off they all bound, 
While the regions around, 
With their clamours reſound, 
And partake 1n the Fray, 
When off they all bound, 
While the regions around, 
With their clamours reſound, 
And partake in the Fray. 


Sly Reynard, alarm'd, ſtœals away ſiom their cries, 
And, crafty, eludes the purſuit of his Focs 
Now, wing'd with his fears, from his Covert he flies, 
And yields the ſwift Hounds a ſtrong ſcent as he goss. 
See vonder! my Boys, | 
A Hunter now cties, 
Fehold where he flies, 
And derides our od Pace; 
Hark forward! away, 
And no longer delay, 
To crown the glad day, 
With the ſpoils of the Chace. 


Now o'er the wide heath, the poor wrerch flies in vain, 
His efforts delay, but not ſhield bun from Death; 


For loſing his ſtrength, by the Hounds he's-o'er ta'en, 
And, mangled with wounds, he reſigns his laft Breath, 
Return'd from the Chace, 
With health on each Face, : 
And ripe for the Glaſs, 
To the Hart they repair ; 
There, rifling the Hoard, 
Of the Vine's roſy Lord, 
They adorn the gay Board, 
And drink toaſts to the Fair. 


E889] 


$ ON G 11. 
A FAVOURITE SONG. 
By Mz Gar. 
A L in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 


When black ey'd Suſan came on board; 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 


Teil me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet Wilham fails among the crew? 


William, who high upon the yard 
Rock'd with the billows to and fro, 
SÞ0a as her well known voice be heard, 

He ſigh'd and caſt his eyes below 
The card flides fwittly through his plowing hands, 
Aud quick as light'ning un the deck he ſtands. 


So the ſweet lark, high pois d in air, 
Sduts cloſe his pinrons to his breaft, 
{If chance his raate”s ful voice he hears,) 
And drops at once into ker nctt - 
Tix noble caprain io the Britiſh fleet, 
Might -ovy Wilkam's lips thoſe kiffes ſutet. 


O! Suſan, Sufan, lorely dear! 
My vows hall ever true remain, 

Lit me Kiſs off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again; 

change as ye hit, ye winds ! my heart ſhall be 
Tac faubful comps that fill points at thee. 


B-iieve not what the Jandmen ſay, 
Wyo tempt with doubts, thy confta nt mind; 
Ticy'll tell, the ſalors, when away, | 
In every port a miſtreſs ſind; 
E 2 
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Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 
Thy eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath 1s Afric's ſpicy gale, 
Thy ſkin is ivory fo white 
Thus every beauteous obje& that I view, | 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charms of lovely Sue, 


Tho? battles call me from thy arms, 


Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 
Tho? cannons roar, yet ſafe from harm, 
William {hali to his dear return; 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 
The fails their ſwelling boſom ſpread, 
No longer mult ſhe itay on boa d; 
Tncy kus d; the ugh'd; he nung his head; 
Her tetlzning boat unwilling rows io land, 
Adicu! ihe cries and wan d her lilly hand. 


SON GG 12. 


Br MERRY TO-MORROW. 
AL you that are wile, and think life worth en- 
Joymg, 5 
Or ſoldicr, or ſailor, by land or by ſea, 
In loving and laughing your time be employing; 
\ Your glaſs to your hp, ard your laſs on your knee; 


Come ling away, honeys, aud caſt of all ſorrow! 


Tho? we all die to-day let's be merry to-morrow; 
A hundred years hence 'twill be too late to borrow 
A moment of time to be joyous and free! 

Chorus Come ſing away honeys, Cc. 


1 
My lord and the biſhop, in ſpite of their ſplendor, 
When death gives the call, from their glories muſt 
part; 
Your beautiful dame, when the ſummons is ſent her, 
Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart. 
Then ſing away, honeys, and caſt of your ſort ow; 
Tho? you all die to- day, yet be merry to-morrow ; 
A hundred years hence *twill be too late to borrow 
A cordial to cheriſh the ſorrowful heart! 
Then ſing away honeys, Ie. 


For riches and honour, then why all this riot, 
Your wrangling, and jangling, and all your alarms ? 
Arrah! burn you, my honeys, you'd better be quiet, 
And take, while you can, a kind girl to your arms : 
You'd better be ſinging and caſting off forrow! 
Tho? you all die to-day, ſure, be merry to-morrow ! 
A hundred years hence 'twill be ton late to borrow 
One moment to toy and enjoy her ſweet charms! 
You'd better be ſinging, Ct. 


s O NG 13. 


MOLLY CARR: 
By M. W. North: Shields. . 
\ HEN Iat my window am gazing, 
Tis not at a Comet or Star, 
But an object more bright and more pleaſing, 
The face of my ſweet Molly Carr 
No Daphne, no Chloe, nor Phillis, 
Tho? poets put them on the par, 
With beauries of roſes and lillics 
Can vie with my ſweet Molly Carr. 
Can vie, Ic, 
+ $ 


— vv 


— de — — — 


= 
— Aa 


——V— — — 
— — —— 


th 2 
od * 
wa * * 
— 


8 i 
1700 


* D 
—— — Area 
Re , . TR — —— — — * 
= * * 


2 4 = . YL of „ 
* 9 4 . „ 94. 
2 © 89 1 = p 
- 9 4 
E pe 0 * 
: N 
CY ry * 
* — 4 * - - | G 4 
5 ; * 5% - Wo, th N 5 "* ; | 
p=uY . 1 f 
A » I WS N — 
. OT ” . — 4 . 
„ e >" «4 - Sn 4 5 = 7 * 
— 4 >> 
4 33 . - —— * — - 2 — * — 
„ g + "Y 
— K 2 
— — — 
— — * <2 — aro A 
n — . — =. 
* 


CT 


Ye ſoldiers who boaſt in vour prattle, 
Yet always hope danger is far, 
You're more ſafe from the cannons in battle, 
Than the eyes of my ſweet Molly Carr; 
The prelate ſo famous for teaching, 
The excellent virtues of Tar, 
Had he ſcen her he'd left off his preaching, 
To treat of my ſweet Molly Carr. | 


Ye lawyers who make yourſelves drudges, 
With much dirty work at the bar, 
You wou'd quit all your fees and the judges, . 
To plead to my ſweet Molly Carr; 
Ye doctors ſo learned in phyſic, 
Who nature's decays'can repair, 
May ſearch but you'll find no ſpecific, 
So certain as ſweet Molly Carr. 


Let thoſe out of play with the nation, . 
With great ones eternally jar, 

I am humbly content with my ſtation, . 

So ſmiles but my ſweet Molly Carr; 


Tho? rich as a Crœſus in treaſure, 
In kingdoms as great as a Czar, 

All, all I would lay down with pleaſure, 
At the feet of my ſweet Molly Carr. 


504-0. 14 
al & WAS when the ſeas were roanng; . 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 

A daniſel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd. 
Wide o'er the foaming billows, 

She caſt a wiſhful log; 
Her head was crown'd ith willows- 
That trembled: o'er the brook.. 


. * 


cv: 

Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days ; 

Why didſt thou vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? 

Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 


Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ? 


r —_— — — —V o 


The merchant rob'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſt with deſpair ; 


But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To the loſing of my dear? 


Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain 

Why then beneath the water 
Do hideous rocks remain? 

No eyes the rocks diſcover 
That lurk beneath the deep, 


To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
-Each billow with a tear; 
When o'er the white waves ſtoopiag, 
His floating corpſe ſhe fpy'd 
, Then, like a lilly drovping, 
She bow:d her head and died. 


L 20 J 


s Oo N G Is. 
TuT LONDON MERCER. 


Mercer Tam in a very gocd ſtile, 
Neat and pretty by jingo ! 
I bow and ſmirk, 
I noddle and jerk, 
Then prick up and perk, 
And fimper and fmile ; 
With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! 
Lord, I am quite the thing! 
With my hey dong, ding dong dingo ! 


At Bagnage Wells ſometimes ! ſip tea, 
At Iſlington ſup, good ſtingo; 
I ſhut up my ſhop 
And out of town pop, 
Then dance at a hop; 
He! he! he! he! he! 

With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo! 
A'n't I quite the thing? 

With my hey dong, ding dong, dingo ! 


6 G N 0 16. 


THROW THE STOCKING. 
Sung ty Mr Wirsox, in Two to One. 


HEN a lover's in the wind, 
Tho? Miſs is cov, we always find 


\ 


At laſſt ſhe turns out wond'raus kind, 


Nor thinks a man ſo ſhocking; 
A woman's frowns are but a jeſt, 
She's angry only to be preſt, 


1 
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And then ſhe grants her friends requeſt 
To let them throw the ſtocking. 


While Pudding- ſleeves unites their hands, 

And fetters both in marriage bands, yy 

John grins, and Molly fooliſh ſtands, | 
To ſee the neighbours flock in; "Y 

But after ſapper John is led, 

With love and liquor in his head, 

Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, 
Then hey to throw the Stocking! 


The night ſoon paſt, the morning come, 
The couple looking queer and rum, 
He ſavs but little, ſne is dumb, 
The chamber door unlocking 
But M. ly, who was once ſo coy, 
No longer now conceals her joy; 
She vows all day, for her dear boy, 
She'd trudge without a ſtocking ! 


s 0 NG 17. 


Tue HEARTY FELLOW. 

W I T H a cheertul old friend, and a merry old ſong, 
und a taokard of porter, 1 cc uld fit the night long, 

And laugh at the follies of thoſe that repine, 

Thy” I muſt drink porter while hey can drink wine. 


I envy no mortal, be he ever ſo great 
Nur icorn I the Wretch fer his lowly eſtate 
But wit + abhor, and deem as a curſe, 

Is meannefs of ipirit, not poorneſs i» +. 
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Then let us, companions, be chearful and gay. 
And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away; 
Upheld by a friend, cur focs we'll deſpiſe, 

For, the more we are envy'd the higher we riſe. 


SONG 18. 


JOVIAL BACCHANALIAN. 


E lads of true ſpirit, pay courtſhip to claret, 
Releas'd from the trouble of thinking, 
A fool long ago, ſaid we nothing could know; 
The fellow kaew nothing of drinking. 
T's pore «over Plato, or practiſe with Cato, 
Diſpaſſionate Cunces might make us; 
Put men, now more wiſe, ſelf- de nĩal de ſpiſe, 
And live by the leſſons of Bacchus. 


B:z-wiz'd, in fine coach, fee the DoQor approach, 
Hz folemaly up the fairs peces ; 

Looks grarc—ſmclls his cane—epplics finger to vein, 
And counts the repeats with grimaces 

As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at ſtand 
A toſs up which party ſhall take us. 

Away with ſuch cant - no preſcription we wart 
But the nouriſhi A noftrum of Bacchus. 


We jolly join ia the practice of wane, 
While raife:s *audit plenty ate pruing 3 
While ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are monrning, 
We laugh at wealth, wenchiag, and whining. 
Drink, drink, now ' tis prime, tofs a bottle to me, 
Hel net mike ſech baſte to o'crtake us; 


C243" vo 


His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 
By che ſlyptical balſam of Bacchus. 


What work is there made by the newſpaper trade, 0 
Of this man's and t'other man's ſtation! | 


The inas are all bad, and the outs are all mad; 

In and out is cry of the nation. 

The politic matter which both parties chatter, 

From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us: | 

Vich half-pints in hand, independent we'll ſtand | 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 


Be your motions well tim'd ; be all charg'd and all 
prim'd ; 
Have a care—right and left—and make ready. 
Right hand to glaſs join—at your lips reſt your wine; 
Be all in your exerciſe ſteady. 
Our levels we boaſt, when our women we toaſt; 
May graciouſly they undertake us! 
No more we deſire— ſo drink and give fires 


A volley to beauty, and Bacchus! 


s Oo N G 19. 


Turk SAILOR HE FEARS NOT THE ROAR OF THE SEAS. 


HF ſailor he fears not the roar of the ſeas, 
Bat with courage all danger furmounts ; 


Ver his biſcuit and can he repoſes at eaſe, 
And with pleaſure each action recounts, 


And with pleaſure each action recounts, 


ng, 


me, 


£ 24 7 
Contented the ſoldier, in dreadful campaign, 
Feels bleſs'd'midſt the thunder of war; 


Nor envies the ſailor who ploughs the deep main, 
Any prize but the gain of a ſcar. 


In liberty's cauſe, may the battles they've fought, - 
With freedom and peace be repaid ; 
In the terrors of war may the honours the y've ſought, 
Gain them laurels that never may fade. 


s Oo N G 20. 


IXI LING'RING WINDS. 


E ling'ring winds that feebly blow, 
Why thus impede my way? 
Why moves the lazy ſhip ſo flow, 

When Mary mourns my ſtay? 


For when ſhe bade me laſt adieu, 
She dropt a tear and cried © be true.“ 


When as the midnight watch I keep, 
] view the ſparkling Sea, | 
While round the ſhipmates careleſs ſleep, 
I fondly think on thee ; 
Remembrance paints the laſt adieu, 
When Mary wept and cried © be true.“ 


Tho? I be diſtant as the pole, 
Tho? furious tempeſts foam, 
"Tho? billows mount, tho? thunders roll, 


No diſtance, time or ſtorm 
The ſcene can baniſh from my view, 


When Mary wept and cry'd “ be true.” 


E 3 


Oft up the ſhrouds my ſteps are borne, 
I take my airy ſtand, 
And oft my longing eyes I turn, 
And look in vain for land ; 
Dejected | rejoin the crew, 2 
Yet fondly hope my Mary's true. 


Come then ye briſkly pleaſing gales 
For once auſpicious prove, 

Come ſwell the boſoms of my ſails, 
And watt me to my love. 

Moor'd in her arms to toils adieu, 


If ſtill I find my Mary true. 


$SONG 21. 


Was THERE EVER POOR NYMPH, 


Sung by Mrs Banniſter, at the Theatre Royal, Hay- 
market. 


AS there ever poor Nymph ſo tormented 
as I, 

My nights paſs embitter'd, my days with a ſighh: 

I have loſt the dear object my heart did adore, 

And the joys of exiſtence for me are no more. 


My ſoul's unimpaſſion'd and loft in its woe, 

For the ſource is dried up whence its tranſports did 
e 
Ah, hapleſs decree that tore peace from my mind, 
And left out a blank of diſtraction behind! 
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My creative fancy is buſied to trace 
The grace of his mien and the charms of his face; 
Bat e' en fancy mult die, and ſweet love muſt expire, 
For the tears that I ſhed will extinguiſh his fire, 


S O N G 22, 


THE MANSION OF PEACE. 


| of þ HE morning aroſe in her ſaffron robe dreſs, 
Smil'd on me and chear'd my fad hcart ; 
In a tranſport of joy I then call'd myſelſ bleſt, 
| Alas! it was only in part; 
; In a tranſport of joy I then call'd myſelf bleſt, 
| Alas! itwas only in part. 


| For ſoon recollection brought back (with a ſigh) 
The form of the youth I adore ; 

My moments glide happily on whea he's nigh, 
But now I his abſence deplore, 


Should I ſtray through the grove, or recline by yon rill, 
Whoſe murmurs fo ſweetly complain; 

His voice in each echo I hear from the hill, 

And look for my Shepherd in vain. 


— ——— ———— 
. | , 


Then quickly return to this boſom ſo true, 
Its fears and its ſorrows will ceaſe ; 

We'll ſmile on the follies vain mortals purſue, 
And hail the bleſt manſion of peace. 
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EN 
s Oo N G 23, 


THE WON D E R. 


Tune — Since Life's but a Jeſt. 


Wonder! a wonder! a wonder I'll ſhew, 
- You'll wonder indeed when this wonder you 
know, 


We are wonderful high and as wonderful low, 
Which nobody can deny. 


We always are wond'ring at ev'ry thing new, 
The good things we wonder at rich people do, 
*Tis a wonder indeed if ſuch wonders are true, 


Which nobody can deny. 


Some wonderful folks make a wonderful ront, 
While ſome blunder in, other folks blunder cut, 
We wonder what blunderers can be about. 


IWhich nobody can deny, 


One fide ſays the times are ſo good they are glad; 
The times, ſays the other fide, ne'er were ſo bad; 
No wonder if this fide or that fide is mad, ; 
Which nobody can deny, 


For the times, I ſome patriot changes repoſe, — 
That our taxes be leſs, and we wear plainer cloaths; 
And that ev * wearer may pay what he owes, 


Which nobody can deny. 
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Imprimis,—refle& on the taxes on wheels, 
On cards, and the claret we waſte at our meals 


Theſe grievances both parties equally feels, 
Which nobody can deny. 


To be ſure we muſt own it 18 curſed provoking, 
To ſee how ſome people there vices are cloaking, 
While virtue—but, neighbours, don't think I am 


joking, 
Which nobody can deny. 


For wy grandfather ſaid, and his name is rever'd, 
That his favher's father had oftentimes heard, 


How virtue, when he was a ſchool-boy, appear'd, 
Which nobody can deny, 


Che fled, without leaving behind her directions, 
Twas in vain, ſhe obſerv'd, to oppoſe ſuch con- 
nettions, 


As turtie-tcalls, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections, 
Which nobody can deny. 


You may think me ſevere, but indeed you think 


Wrong, 
I promis'd a wonder at firſt in my 7 fong, 
Aud the wonder is How could you liſten ſo long? 


Which nobody can deny. 
$0 N G 24. 
DANS VOTRE LIT. 


D ANS votre lit that bright parterre, 
Should Flora bloom a lilly fair, 
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A ſmiling Jonquil I could be 
To blow ſweet flow'r beſide thee, 


Daus votre lit. 


Or nodding on the thorny buſh. 
Lou droop to hide the roſes bluſh, 
The leafy umbrage make of me, 
And in this breaſt you'll ſhelteced be. | 
Dans votre lit. 


When every flow'r that paints the ground 
Throws ſmiles and odours all around, 
Sweet flow'r PII prove thy faithful bee, 


And honey ſip from none but thee. 
Dans votre lit. 


s Oo NG 25. 


ROGER AND KATE. 
Sung in the Strangers at Home. 


| Y OUNG Roger the ploughman, who wanted a mate, 
Went along with his daddy a courting to Kate; 

Wich noſegay fo large, in his holiday cloaths, 

(1's hands in his pockets) away Roger goes, 

Now he was as baſhfal as baſhful could be, 

And Kitty, poor girl, was as baſhful as he; 

So he bow'd, and he ſtar'd, and he let his hat fall; 


Then he grian'd, ſcratch'd his head, and ſaid 4 nothing at 
all. 


If aukward the ſwain, no leſs aukward the maid ; 
She ſimper'd and bluſh'd, with her apron ftring play'd, 
D 3 
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Till the old folks impatient to have the thing done, 
Agreed that young Roger and Kate ſhould be one. 

In ſilence the young ones both nodded aſſent; 

Their hands being join'd, to be married they went, 
Where they anſwer'd the Parſon with voices ſo ſmall, 
You'd have ſworn that they both had ſaid nothing at all. 


But mark what a change—in the courſe of a week, 

_ Kate quite left off bluſhing—Roger boldly could ſpeak ; 
Could joke with his deary ; laugh loud at the jeſt; 
She could coax too and fondle as well as the beſt 

And aſham'd of paſt folly they've often declar'd 

To encourage young folks who at courtſhip are ſcar'd, 
If at firſt to your aid ſome aſſurance you'll call, 

When once your us'd to't *tis nothing at all. 


SONG 26. 


Sung in the Strangers at Home, 


W HEN up to London firſt I came, 
An aukward country booby, 
J gap'd, and ſtar'd, and did the ſame 
As every other looby. 
With countenance demurely ſet, 
I doff'd my hat to all I met. 
With—*Zir, your humble ſcrvant!“ 


Ales! too ſoon I got a wife; 
And proud of ſuch a bleſſing. 
The joy and buſineſs of my life 
Was kiſſin g and careſſing. 
Twas © charmer! ſweeting! duck, and dove!“ 
And I over head and ears in love, 
Was Cupid's humble ſervant. 
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ce But when the honey- moon was paſt, 
&« Adieu to tender ſpeeches ! 

c Ma'am loved quadrille, and loſt too faſt, 
6 T {wore I'd wear the breeches, 

& I ſtorm in vain—reftraint ſhe hates 

% Adieu!“ the cries, “ the party waits 
& My dear! your humble ſervant !”? 


She's gone, poor girl! and in my cot, 
With friend and bottle ſmilling, 

I'd envy not a higher lor, 
The tedious hours beguiling : 

If care peeps in, I'm buſy then, 

I nad—defire he'll call again, 
And am his humble ſervant, 


Since life's a jeſt, as wiſe ones fay, 
*Tis beſt employed in laughing; 

And come what frowning cares there may, 
My antidote is quaffing; | 

I'm ever jovial, gay, and free, 

For this is my philoſophy ; 
And ſo—your humble ſervant. 


$0 NG 27. 
RULE BRITANNIA. 


W HEN Britain firſt at Heaven's command, 
Aroſe from out of the azure main; 
This was the charter of the land, 
And guardian angels ſung this ſtrain; 
Rule Britannia, rule the waves; 


Britons never will be ſlaves. 
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The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
'Muft in their turns to tyrents fall; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, &c. 


Should war, ſhould faction ſhake thy iſle, 
And fink to poverty and ſhame ; 
Heaven ſtill (hall on Britannia ſmile, 
Reſtore her wealth and raiſe her name. 
Rule, &c. 


As the loud blaſt, that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak ; 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
From foreign, from domeſtic ſtroke. 
Rule, &c. 


How bleſs'd the prince reſery'd by fate, 
In adverſe days to mount thy throne ! 
Renew thy once triumphant ſtate, 
And on thy grandeur build his own. 
_— Kc. 


His race tall long, in times to come, 
So heaven ordains, thy ſceptre wield ; 
Rever'd abroad, belov'd at home, 
And be, at once, thy ſword and ſhield, 
Rule, &c. 


s Oo N G 28. 


Tag PARSON, axd BEER BARREL, 


A Parſon who had the remarkable foible 
Of minding the bottle, much more than the Pible, 
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Was deem'd by his neighbours to be leſs perplext, 
In handling a tankard than handling a text. 
Derry down, Sc. 


perch'd up in his pulpit, one Sunday he cry'd, 
Make patience, my dear beloved your guide; 
And in your diſtreſſes. your troubles and croſſes, 
Remember the patience of Job in his loſſes. 


Derry down, Oc. 


The parſon had got a ſtout caſk of ftrong beer 
By way of a preſent—no matter from where— 
Saffice it to know, it was toothſome and good, 
And he loy'd it as well as he did his own blood. 
Derry down, Oc. 


While he the church-ſervice in haſte rambl'd o'er, 
The hogs found a way thro? his old celler door, 
And by the ſtrong ſcent to the beer · barrel led, 

Had knock'd out the — or cock, from its head. 
Derry down, Oe. 


Out ſpouted the liquor abroad on the ground, 
The unbidden gueſts quaff'd it merrily round; 
Nor from their diverſion and merriment ceaſt, 
Till ev'ry hog there was as drunk as a beaſt, 
Derry down, Oc. 


And now the grave leQure and pray'rs at an end, 
He brings along with him a neighbouring friend, 
To be a partaker of Sunday's good chear ; 

And ſn his delightful October- bre wd beer. 


Derry down, Ye. 
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Then dinner was ready, the things were laid ſnug, 
Here wife, ſays the parſon, go, fetch up a mug | 
| But a mug of what, he had ſcarce time to tell her, 
N When—yonder, ſaid ihe, are the hogs in the celler ! 
Derry down, Oc. 


To be ſure they've got in, when we were at pray'rs; 
To be ſure you're a fool ſaid he, get you down ſtairs, 
And bring what I bid you, or ſee what's the matter, 
For now 1 myſelf hear a grunting and clatter. 


Derry down, Oe. 


She went; and returning, with ſorrowful face, 
In ſuitable phraſes related the c:ſe; 
He rav'd like a madman about in the room, 
And then beat his wife and the hogs*with the "broom. 
Derry down, Oc. 


Was ever poor fellow fo peſter'd as I, 

"Guuih he, the ſlut makes al! the houſe like a ſtye 
How come you to lock your d-n'd hogs in the kitchen, 
Is that a fit place to put cattle, you b—h, in? 

Derry down, Cc. 


Lord, huſband, ſaid the, what a coil you keep here, 
About a poor begs:iily barrel of beer? 
You ihould © in your troubles, miſchances and crcfles, 
Remember the patience: of Job in his loſſes.”? 

Derry down, Oc 


A p- x upon Job! cried the prieſt in a rage, 
That beer, 1 dare fay, was near ten years of age; 
But you're a poor ignorant jade like his wife, 
For Job never had ſuch a caſk in his hte. 
Derry down, Oe. 


. 
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Now, neighbour, while at the poor vicar you grin, 
Your caſe let me tell you's not better a pin; 
With goodneſs and wiſdom your theory back'd is, 
But you're ten to one, knave and fool in the practice. 


Derry down, Cc. 


Whoeyer you are, I'll be ſworn you're no ſaint; 


Would you mend?——then yourſelf with your failings 
acquaint, 


Theſe conquer, and then, give advice, if you chuſe ; 
For who'd give you thanks tor a thing you can't uſe. 


Derry down, Sc. 


s ON G 29. 


T HE Sailor boldly plows the deep, 


And roams from ſhore to ſhore, 
And when the landman's faſt aſleep, 
Hears ſtormy billows roar ; 
Yet in the midft of dangers round, 


His thoughts to love are conftant found. 


When I remark'd the ſtars at night, 
Within my mind it came, 

My Jenny, at that moment, might, 
Perhaps have done the ſame ; 

Then home my thoughts would fly once more, 
And fancy former bliſs reſtore. 


When wounded in the battle's rage, 
And all was war and ſtrife, 


She only did my thoughts engage, 
And make me wiſh for life ; 
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For if I'm killa, I oft did ery, 


I know my conſtant girl will die. 


$0 NG 30. 


THE ROSES or THIRTY-ONE. 


Truant Tar the world I've rang'd, 
And flatter'd brighteſt eyes; 

From fair to black I've often chang'd, 
And plighted vows and ſiglis: 

From eaſt to weft, from north to ſouth, 
With ardonr have I run; 

Sipp'd ſweets delicious from each mouth, 
But ne'er content with one. 


I'm now reclaim'd, my compaſs ſtands, 
Nor variation ſeeks: 

My heart 1s plighted with my hands, 
My tongue but Emma ſpeaks : 

Maids in their teens I now reſign, 
By woman I am won; 

There are no roſes ſo divine, 


As theſe of thirty - one. 


SONG 31. 


D ISTRESS me with thoſe tears no more, 

One kiſs, my love, and then adieu; 
The laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore 
Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you. 
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Soon, ſoon, before the light winds borne, 
Shall I be ſever'd from your ſight ; 

You left—the lonely hours to mourn, 
And weep thro? many a ſtormy night. 


When far along the reſtleſs deep, 
In trim array the ſhip ſhall fteer 
Your form rememb'rance ſtill ſhall keep; 
Your worth affection ſtill revere. 


And with the diſtance from your eyes, 
My love for you ſhall be increas'd ; 

As to the pole the needle lies, 

And fartheſt off {till varies leaſt. 


While round the bowl the jovial crew, 
Shall ſing of triumphs on the main; 

My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you, 
Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain. 


And tho? loud winds the ſca deform, 
And fill each boſom with alarms ; 

A calm will ſure ſucceed the ſtorm, 
In the ſweet harbour of your arms. 


SON G 32. 


AS you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight, 
And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to {wing every 


night, 


If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſnould prove, 
Pill your ſails with affection, your cabbin with love. 
E Fill your ſails, &. 
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Let your heart like the mainmaſt, be ever upright, 
Ard the union you boaſt like your tackle be tight; 
Ot the ſhoals of iadiff*rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy uever come near. 
And the quickſands, &e, 


If huſbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives, 

They mutt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 
wives; 

For the evener we go, boys, the better we ſail, 

Hes on ſhip-board, the helm is ſtill rul'd by the tail, 


And on thip-b-1rd, &c. 


Then liſt ts your pilot, my boy, and be wile; 

It my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 

A brace of proud anglers your brows may adorn, 

And a hundred to one but you doubie Cap. ſorn. 
And a hundred, &c. 


$0 NG 33. 
Tris FISKHMONGER?'S LAMENTATION, 
ISHWIVES, I have loſt my wife! 
Have you ſcen my Sarah ! 
The pride and comfort of my life, 
My kind, my beſt, my dear-a! 
She went out this afternoon— 
Ah! that I knew whither ! 
If I thouzht her in ths moon, 
 C—ſe, me but I'd go thither! 


But I'll firit my Sarah ſeek, 
All around the city; 

Tears bedew me while I ſpeak ! 

Fihwives do me pity ! 


11 
Lay, oh! lay your baſkets by, | 


You vociferous ſounderg— 
Sarah, Sarah, Sarah, cry, 
laſtead of cod, and flounders ! 


s Oo N 34. 
Tut SERVANT'S DISASTER. 
Sung by Mr Edwin, in Turk and no Turk. 


[ am worſe than poor debtors, caop*d up in their cages; 
Bnard wages I had, now bare boards ate my wages, 
To get into bad bread ſure I had no call, fir, 
Bar bad bread is better ian no bread at all, fir 
All, fir, | 
Small, fir, 
No br:ed at all, fir, oh! i 
Oh had Ia wife, tho? half ſtarv'd like your humble, 
There's ſame conſolation in ſomething to mumbie; 
Yet {Um mairied, tho? fingie—l tell you no fibs, fir, 
Nere, 10k at my waiſteoat - lm nothing but ribs, fic! 
Fibs, fir, 
bs, fi 
Notlung but ribs, fir, oh! 


Was ever poor ſervant in ſuch a diſaſter! 
I'm maſtet'd by tar ving, and ftarv's by my maſter; 
I'm in a fad taking=-with avthing to take, fir, 
Yd Reke all Tm worth, to be worth a beef-ſteak, fir, 

Steak, fr, 

Take, fir, | 

Take a beef ſteak, fir, oh! 
"a 
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8 O NO 35. 
Taz SAILOR'S LITANY. 


ROM parching ſummers, and boiſterous winters, 
From wounds by grenadoes, and bruiſes by ſpliu- 
ters, 


From the Sophiſtications of brewers and vint' ners. 
May we be delivered. 


From a meſſmate that growls, and is always upbraiding, 
From the bugs, and the bed a green ſh—k—r has laid in, 
From the wrath of a dry diſappointed old maiden, 

May we be delivered. 


From ſcurvies, and yaws, and all outlandifh hardſhips, 
From bilboes and bolts, and confinement in guardſhips, 


From the new petty captains contriv'd by their Jordſhips, 
May we be delivered. 


From laws conſtru'd wrong, and a judge without Cane 
.dour, 

From a tve's open force, and a friend's private a 

From the guard houſe, and hell, and a gouty comman- 


der, 
May we le delivered. 


From a rogue, or a wh—re, that tebacco or flops ſells, 
From: an agent's, and all other raſcally ſhops elfc, 
Frem ipringing our yards, and from ſphtung our top- 
fails, . 
Afay we be delivered. 


From an officer that's always in a d—d tickle, 
From firſt being flogg d, and then put into pickle, 


From a beaſt of a cock, that would poiſun old nichol, 
May we be delivered. 
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From meat that will bear neither boiling or roaſting, 

From leaks when at ſea, and from ſhoals in our ceatting, 

From a mid{hipman's feet, and the hands of a boactwain, 
May we be delivered. 


From beef never put into brine *rill it ſtunk, 
Or ſalted too much and as ſolid as junk ; 


From being ſeized up to the ſhrouds when we're drunk, 


May aue be delivered, 
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From ruſty fat pork that will make a man ſpew, 


From a gin drinking wench, and a wife that's a ſhrew, 


From a doctor, a lawyer, a bawd, and a jew, 
May we he delivered, 


From ſtinking ſalt butter, and hard ſuffolk cheeſe, - 


From rope yarns, and rags, and old chews in our peaſe; 
From the French, and the lice, the moſquitoes and fleas, - 


May we be delivered. 


From bread that is muſty, and beer that is ſower'd, 

From an obſtinate ſore that can never be cur'd, 

From the wiles of the purſer, the d—l, and ſteward, 
May we be delivered. - 


SONG 36. 
WILLIE or rur DALE, 


S thro? the fields I chanc'd to ſtray, - 
| To hear the linnet's ſong, 
met a ſhepherd in my way, 
The blitheſt of the throng. 
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He ſtopt, and gave my check a pat, 
And told a tender tale; 

Then ſtole a kiſs—but what of that, 
*T was Willie of the Dale. 


He preſs'd my hand, and talk'd of love 
With extaſy divine; 

Nay, ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And, if I pleas'd, be mine. 

To meet him thus, (no creature near) 
Soon made my cheeks look pale; 

But he declar*d I need not fear 
Young Willie of the Dale. 


None ſure poſſeſs ſuch charms as he, 
To win a maiden's mind ; 
He's youthful, witty, gay, and free, 
And what's ſtill more, he's kind ; 
i For now he meets me ev'ry night, 
3 At which the laſſes rail, 
= And vows I am the ſole delight 
= Of Willie of the Dale. 


s Oo N e 37, 


Tas WANDERING SAILOR. 


HE wand' ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in life to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 


To fiad at laft content and eaſe; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 
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When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole; 

Tho? deathful waves ſurrounding foam, 

Still flatt'ring fancy waſts him home; 


In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl the jovial crew, 
The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho? each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt; 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore! 


THE MERRY SAILOR. 


OW pleaſant a ſailor's life paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery main ;. 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 
But cheerfully ſpends all his gain, 
We're ſtrangers to party and faction, 
To honour and honeſty true, 
And would not commit a baſe action 
For power and profit in view. 


CHORUS. 


Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, + 
Or any ſuch glittering toys i ? 

A light heart, and a thin pair of brakes, 
Goes thorough the world, brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life; 
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The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too oſten breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright ; 
No grandeur our wealth can avail us; 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. „ 
Then why ſhould we, Qc. 


The courtier's more ſubject to dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, who to politics rangers, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleſſings of nature, 
In yarious nations we try ; 


No mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 


Then why ſhould awe, Sc. 


$ONG 39. 


Surg by M/ jonpan, in the Srangers at Home. 


W HE N firſt I began, fir, to ogle the ladies, 
And ſoft nothings to ſay as a pretty fellow's 
trade is; 


Whilſt with rapturous praiſes I dwelt on each feature, 

If I ftole a fly kiſs—*twas fie, you wicked creature 

But ſoon in tones lower and ſofter and ſweeter, 

Half pleaſed they would whifper—fie, you wicked crea- 
ture. : 


Indeed my attractions no gallantry needed, 

Each evening new conqueſts to conqueſts ſucceeded ; 
Perplexed how ſo many fond claims 1 ſhould parry, 
To ſettle them all I reſolved, faith, to marry ; 
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And prefs'd lovely Laura, in language ſtill ſweeter, 
„Till bluſhing, ſhe whiſpered—l'm your's, you wicked 
creature. 


s Oo N G 40. 
THE CIRCUM BIB BER DUM. 


Sung by Mr BANNISTER, 272 the Strangers at Home. 


HO” I can't walk quite ſtraight, 
And in figure of eight, 

Still circling, my legs do their duty, 
You'll always obſerve, | 
That a regular curve 

Is reckoned the true line of beauty. 
Of Orpheus they tell, - 
(He who fiddled fo well) 

That his nores made hills, rocks, and trees taper ; 
So 1 can in my way, 
When a Solo I play, 

Make em dance full as well as that Scraper. 


The? at firſt on a ſurvey, 
Things ſeem topſey- turvey, 
When your us'd to't, they don't look fo frigheſul; 
Still they move, more or leis ; 
And guid judges confeſs, 
Moving profpetts are always delightful. 
Te world's circular motion, 
I'm ſure's no falſe notion; 
Far tho? ſober I never could believe it, 
Truth in wine, boys, is found, 
Now I fee it tarns round; 
He that's drunk can moſt plainly perceive it. 
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DICK Aup THE Orp WOMAN. 


Tune—How goes it Brother Jack. 
\ \ HE NCE comes it, neighbour Dick, 
That you, with youth uncommon, 


Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 
And wedded an old woman ? 


Happy Dick? 
Each belle condemns the choice 
Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly ; 
Bat we, vour friends. reoice,. 
That you have judg'd fo rightly: 
Ray Dick! 


Though odd to ſome it ſounds, 
That on three-ſcore you ventur'd, 
= Yer in ten thoufand pounds 

Ten thouſand charms are . ; 


Beautv, we know, will fade, 
As doth the ſhort hv'd flow'r; 
Nor can the faireſt maid 


Iaſure her bloom an hour: 
| Happy Dick? 


Then wiſely you reſign 
For fixty, charms fo tranſient; 
As the curious value corn 
The more for being ancient: 


FT a1 
With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 
The fading beauties round her, 


And the herſelf ſtill be 
The ſame that farft you found het: 


Oft is the marriage fate 
With jealouſies attended; 

Aud hence, through faul debate, 
Are nuptual joys ſuſpended: 


But you with ſuch a wife, 

No jealous fe 18 are under; 
She's youi 's ahne, for life, 

Or much we all ſhall wonder: 


Her death would griere you fore, 
Bur let not that torment you; 
My life! ſhe'Il ſee four-ſcore, 
If that will but content you: 


On this you may rely, 

For the pains you took to win her, 
She'll ne*er in child-bed die, 

Unicts the devil's in her: 


Some have the name of hell 
To natrimony given 

How falſly you can tell, | 
Wuo find it ſuch a heaven; 
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Happy Dick? 


Happy Dick! +: 


Happy Dick ? 


Happy Dick! 


Happy Dick! 
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With yon, each day and night 

Is crown'd witk joy and gladneſs ; 
While envious virgins bite 

The hated ſheets for madneſs ; 


With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs 
v' had miſs'd in any other; 

And when you've buried this, 
May you have ſuch another ; 


5 


Obſerving hence. by vou 
In marriage ſuch decorum. 
Our v iſer youths ſhall do | 
As ycu have done betore *em ; 


Happy Dick! 


s Oo NG 4% 
THE WELCH SQUIRE. 


Sung by Mr Erwin, u Fontainbleau. 


I N London my life is a ring of delight, 

1 Tn frolicks I keep up the day and the nights 

I ſn992e at the hymmums ?till twelve, perhaps later, 

I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter; | 

Your honour, favs he, and tips me a leg, 

He brings me my tea, but T ſwallow an egg ; 

For tea in the morning's a ſl p] rendunce, 

So I down with a glaſs of right cherrv bounce. 

With ſwearing, tearing, ranting, jaunting, flaſhing, 
ſmaſſung, ſmacking, cracking, rumbliog, tumbling; 

Laugbing, qauffing, {moaking, Joaking, ſwaggering⸗ 
ſtapgering z 
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So thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, ſo green and ſo mellow; 
This, this, is the life of a frolickſome fellow. 


My phæt'n I mount, and the plebs they all tare, 
I handle my reins and my elbows I ſquare ; 

My ponies ſo plump, and as white as a lilly, 
Through Pall- Mall I ſpank it, and up Piccadilly 
Till loſing a wheel, egad down came I ſmack, 

So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf iato a hack; 
At Tatterſall's fling my leg over my nag, 

Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag. 


With ſavearing, Sc- 


I roll round the garden, and call at the roſe, 

And then at both Play-houſes pop in my noſe ; 

I Jounge in the lobby, laugh, ſwear, ſlide and ſwagger, 
Talk loud, take my money, and out again ſtagger. 

I mcer at the Shakeſpear a good natur'd ſou), 

Then down to our club at St James's I roll; 

The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 

And thus at the finiſh begin the next day. 


With fearing, TI... 
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Sung at VAUXHALL, 
HALL I, waſting; in deſpair, 
Die becauſe a woman's fair? 
Shall my checks Took pale with care, 
"Cauſe anothei's roſy are:? 
Be the fairer than the day, 
Or the flow'ry meads. in may; 
Vet it the think not well of Me, 
What care I how * ſhe be. 


1 1 
Shall a woman's goodneſs move, 
Me to periſh for her love; 
Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be ſhe with goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt ; 


Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 

J will never more deſpair 

If ſhe love me, this believe, 

J will die *ere ſhe ſhall grieve; 

If ſhe ſcorn me when I woo; 

J will ſcorn, and let her go: 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſhe be ? 


SON G 44; 


ACREONTIC SOCIETY. 
O Anacreon, in heav'n, where he ſat in full 
| glee, | 

A few ſors of harmony ſent a petition, 
That he their inſpirer and patron would be; 
When this anſwer arrived from the jolly old 
Grecian— £ | 
Voice, fiddle, and flute, 

No longer be mute; 

I'll lend ye my name, and inſpire ye to boot: 
And, beſides, I'll inſtru ye, like me to intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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The news through Olympus immediately flew ; 
When old Thunder pretended to give himſe 
airs | 
Tf theſe mortals are ſuffer'd their ſcheme to purſue, 
The devil a goddeſs will ſtay above fairs, 
Hark already they cry, 
In tranſports of joy, 
A fig for Parnaſſus! to Rowley's we'll fly ; 
And there, with goqgl fellows, we'll learn to intwine 


The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fuſty maids, 
To the hill of old Lud will incontinent flee, 
Adalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, 
And the biforked hill a mere deſart will be. 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
Will ſoon do it's errand, 
And, dam'me! I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, I war- 
rant. 


Il trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine® 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Apolle roſe up; and ſaid, pr'ythee ne'er quarrel, 
Good king of the gods, with my vot'ries below: 
Jour thunder is ufeleſs—then, ſhowing his laurel, 
Cry'd, Sic evatabile fulmen, you know! 
When over each head, ; 
My laurels I'll ſpread ; 


So my ſons from your crackers no miſchief ſhalt 
dread, | 
F 2 
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Wuhilſt ſnug in their club-room, they jovially twine, 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


Next Momus got up with his riſible phiz, 
And {wore with Apollo he'd ekcarfully join; 
The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, 


But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall 
be mine; 
Then Jove be not jealous 
Of theſe honeſt follows ; 
Cry'd Jove, we releat, ſince the truth you now 
tell us; 
And ſwear by old Styx, that they long ſhall intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bucchus's vine. 


The ſons of Anacit on, then join had in hand; 
Preferve unanimitv, friendſhip and love! 
AIs yoar's to ſupport what ſo happily plann'd; 
You've the ſfanRion of gods, and the fiat of Jove, 
While thus we agree, 
Our toaſt let it be. | 
May our club flouriſh happy, united, and free! 
A itong may the ſors of Anacreon intwine, 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 


s Oo N G 45. 
THE DAWN or 110 PE. 


dawn of hope my foul revives, 
Aud baniſhes deſpair ; 
It e. ay deareit damca lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care! 
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Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, A 
My tender grief remove! 


Oh! ſend ſome cheering ray of light, J 


And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſeeret, friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia meurn'd, 

While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden Damon's well-known face, 
Each riſing fear diſarms; 
He eager ſprings to her embrace, 


dhe ſinks into his arms! 
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CORYDON AND PHILLIS. 
HER ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove, 


To hide from the heat of the day; 
And Phillis, herſelf, in a woodbire alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lay ; 


A young lambkin, it ſeems, had be:mſtole from its dam, 


('Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 


That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 


Arrive at the critical ſpot, 


As thro? the green hedge for his lambkin he peeps, 


He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurpriſe ; 


Ye gods, if fo killing, he cry'd, while {he ſleepe, 


I'm loſt if the opens her eyes 
T4 
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To tarry mnch longer would Hazard my heart, 
II hem. v ard my laribkin to trace, 

Bui. vain h nei Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love hel lim 4aft to the place. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, pretty birds, what a chirping you keep, 
You ſiug too loud on the ſpray: | 


Don't vou ſ:e, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's aſleep; 


You'll wake her as ſure as *tis day. 
How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid ! 
Her cheks he miſtakes for the roſe ; 
I'd put him to death if I was not afraid, 

My boldneſs would break her repoſe. 


Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miſtake ; 

i laid myſelf down for to reſt me a while, 
But, truſt me, I was nor aſleep. 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himſelf down by her fide ; 

And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But yeſterday made her his bride. 
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JACK: OAK UM. 
6 © H F buſy crew their ſails unending, 
- The ſhip in harbour ſa e arriv'd; 
Jack Oak am, all his perils ending, 
Gain'd tke port where Kitty liv'd. 


His rigging—no one dare attack it, 

Fight fore and aft, above, below: 
Lon q e' ſhoes, check hint, blue jackets 
Aud trowſers like the driven ſnow, 
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His honeſt heart with pleaſure glowing, 
He flew like light'ning to the ſide; 

Scarce had they been a boat's length rowing, 
Before his Kitty he eſpy'd. 


A flowing pennant gaily flutter'd 
From her neat made hat of ſtraw; 

Red were her cheeks when firſt ſhe utter'd, 
"Twas her ſailor that ſhe ſaw. 


And now the gazing crew ſurround her, 
While, ſecure from all alarms, 

Swift as a ball from a nine pounder, 
They dart into each others arms. 


. 
From the Comic Or ERA A the Pook SOLDIER. 


LEE on, ſleep on my Kathleen dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt; 


Yet doſt thou dream thy Dermot's here, 
Depriv'd of peace and reſt. 

The birds ſing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
Thoſe joys are none to me; 

Thy? ſleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 
To none but love and thee. 
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From the ſame. 


E AR Kathleen you, no doubt, find, 
a Sleep how very ſweet tis; 


11 


Dogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 
You never dream how late ' tis. 
This morning gay, I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play; 

On two legs rid along to bid 
Good - morrow to your night cap. 


Laſt night a little browſy, 
With whiſky, ale and and cyder, 
I aſk*'d young Betty Blouſy ® 
To let me fit beſide her; 
Her anger roſe, as ſour as floes, 
The little gipſy cock'd her noſe, 
Yer I have rid along to bid 
Good-morrow to your night cap. 


» 
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From the ſame. 


8 INC E love is the plan, 
I'll love if I can; 


But firſt, let me tell ye what ſort of a man; 
In addreſs how complete, 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat, 

But no matter his height, ſo its over five feet; 

In chat briſk and witty, 
His eyes Fll think pretty, 

If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet. 

In chat, &c. 
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Tho? gentle he be, 
His man he thould ſee, | 
Yet never be conquer'd by any but me. 
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In a ſong bear a bob, 
In a glaſs a hob nob, 
Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er rob; 
This is my fancy, | 
If ſuch a man can ſee, 


I'm his if he's mine, unlil then I am free. 
This is, &c. 
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From the ſans. 


"PHO? late I was plump, round and jolly, 
I now am as thin as a rod; 
Oh! love is the cauſe of my folly, 
And ſoon PII he under a ſod. 
Sing ditherum doodle, nagety, nagety tragety rum, 
And gooſctherum foodle fidgery, fidgery nigety mum. 


Dear Kathleen then why do you flout me, 
A lad that's ſo coſey and warm; 
n! every thing's handiome about me, 
My cabhin and ſnug little farm. 
Sing ditherum, &c. 


What tho? I have ſcrap'd up no money, 
No duns at my chamber attend: 
On Sunday I ride on my poney, 
And ſtill have a bit for a friend, 
Sing ditherum, &c. 


The cock courts his hens all around me, 

The ſparrow, the pidgeon and dove, 
O., how all this courting confounds, me, 
| When! look aud I think of my love. 
Stag ditherum, &c. 
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From the ſame, 


"PH ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen 
To uſher in the May; 
And nature's clad in mantle green, 
All fpri,'d with flowrets gay: 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove 
Then join in harmony and love. 


The feather'd ſongſters, &c. 


The lark, that ſoaring, cleaves the ſkies, 
Low builds her humble neſt; 


The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt. 
For whea the tuneful bird is flown, 
He haſtes and marks it for his own. 
For when, &c. 


s O0 N G Fz. 


From the ſame 


EAR Sir this brown jug, that now foams with mild 
ale, | 
Oat of which I now drink to ſweet Kate of the Vale, 
Was once Toby Filpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As e' er crack'd a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl 
In bouſing about *twas his pride to excel, 
And amongſt jolly topers he bore of the bell. 


It chan<'d, as in dog- days, he fat at his eaſe, 
In his flow'r- woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, pufing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
Mis breath- doors of life, on a ſudden, were ſhut, 


And he died ful! as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 
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His body, when long in the ground it had = 
And time into clay had diſſolv'd again, 
A Potter found out, in its covert ſo ſuug: | 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug, - | 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, and mirth, and mild ale; — 
80 here's to my lovely ſweet Kate ef the Yale. 
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From the ſame. 


THO' Lexlip is proud of its cloſe ſhady bow'rs, 
Its clear falling waters, its murm'rin:; caſcades, 
Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads ſo well dreſs'd. and its neat pretty maids ; 


As each his own village will ſtill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton, I hope I'm not wrong: 


Dear Carton, containing what kingdoms may boaſt of, 
'Tis Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 
Dear Carton, &c. 


Be gentlemen fine, with their ſpurs and nice boots on, 
Their horſes to ſtart on the Curragh of Kildare, 
Or dance at a ball with their Sunday new ſuits on, 


Lac'd waiſtcoats, white gloves, and their nice pow- 
der'd hair; 


Poor Pat, while ſo bleſt, in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall long, 


One ſweet ſmile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 
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From the ſame. 


HE. wealthy fol, with gold in ſtore, 
Wl! til] defire to grow r.cher ; 
Give me but theſe, I aſk no more 
My charming girl, my triend, and pitcher. 


My friend ſo rare, my girl fo fair, 
Wirth ſuch, what mortal can be richer ; 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my fweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


Form morning ſun I'd never grieve, 
To toil a hedper or a ditcher; 
if that, when I come homie at eve, 
I mipht enjoy my friend and pitcher, 
My friend fo rare, &c. 


Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
| know not what can bewitch her; 
With all my heart can ! be poco, 
With Ty ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


s © N G 56. | 


Frem the ſame. 


H OW happy the ſoldier fv lite on his pay, 

And {-cads half. a crown out of & xpenc? 4-day 

Yer f. nentk er iuſtiggs, warrants, or bums, 

But pays all his debts ith the roll ofs drums. 
With a row de dow, row de dow, iow de dow dow, 

And pays all bis debts with the roll of his drums. 
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He cares not a marvedy how the world goes, 

His king finds him quarters, and money, and cloths ; 
He laughs at all ſorrow whenever it comes, 

And rattles away with the roll of his drums. 

With a row de dow, &c. 


The drum is his glory, his joy, and delight, 
It leads him to pleaſure, as well as to fight ; 
No girl when ſhe hears it, tho” ever ſo glum, 
But packs up her tatters, and follows the drum, 
With a row de dow, &c. 
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From the ſame. 


Y OU know Pm your prieſt, and your conſcience is 
mine, 
But if you grow wicked, 'tis not a good ſign ; 
go leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 
And then my dear Darby your ſettled for life. 
Sing a Ballinamona oro, ballinamona oro, ballinamona 
oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſk'd, to chapel we go, 
The bride and the bridegroom in coats white as ſaow ; 
So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 


You out with your ring, and I pul] out my book. 
Sing, &c. 


\ I thumb out the place, and I then read away, 
She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers obey; 
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You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
I that up my book, and I pocket your gold, 
Sing, &c. 
That ſnug little guinea for me. 


The neighbours wiſh joy to the bridegroom and bride, 
The pipers before us, you march fide by fide ; 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face, 
The pipers play up, myſelf I ſay grace. 
Sing, &c, 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


The joke now goes round, ani the Stocking is thrown, 
The curtains are drawn and you re lett alone 
*Tis then my good boy I believe you're at home, 
And hey for a chriſtening at nine months to come, 
Sing ballinamona oro, 
A good merry chriſtening for me, 
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From the ſame. 


INCE Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby, ah, what can you do; 
No longer PII ſtay here a clown, 
But ſoll off and gallop to town; 
VI dreſs and I'll ſtrut with an air, 
The barber ſhall frizie my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great flaſh, 
But how tor to compaſs the cath ; 
At gaming perhaps J may win, 
With cards 1 can take the flats in; 
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Or trundle falſe dice, and their nick'd, 
If found out I thall only be kick'd. 


But firſt for to get a great name, 
A el will eftabliſh my fame; 
Tomy man then a challenge I'll write, 
Bi: firſt PI be ſure he won't fight, 
We'll ſu ear not to part till we fall, 
Thea ſhoot without powder, and the devil a ball. 
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ALL 18 4:-JOEEF, 


* bucks and ye bloods who love tipling and ſmoaking. 
Who ſeaſon each moment with laughing and jokiug, 

A wivle be but ſilent, attend what is ſpoke | 

And ]'ii make it appear that the world is a joke. 


Sing tantarara joke all, joke all, 
Sing tantarara jote all. 


The patriot {> grave, from plain fir to his grace, 
For :'* country will bawl-till he gets a good place, 
Thru he lays down the maſk, and he throws of the cloak, 
And proves what he ſaid was, alas I- but in joke, 

Sing tantararara, Oc. 


The general ſo brave, would his poſt ſoon betray, 
Ife toe would genteely but double his pay; 
No wage would venture with cannon and ſmoke, 
Bu. relign aud retire, and then laugh at the joke. 
Sing tantararara, He. 


The hu ver, who pleads that your trade is quite good, 
Thu” he knows by himſeif it is not underſtood, 
G 2 8 
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When by s Grain'd all the fees that he can from your 
poke, 


Your cauſe; is neglected, and all is a joke. 


Sing tantararara, Sc. 


The phyſician ſo prim, with his cane and large wig, 
Who lols in his charriot, and looks very big 
When death comes and gives you the finiſhing ſtroke, 
You'll find his preſcriptions were all but a joke. 

Sing tantararara, Wc, 


The next is old ſpin- text, reclaimer of evil, 

Who ſays for your fins you will go to the devil; 

When out of the pulpit, he'll wench, drink, and ſmoke, 

Aad all will conclude, then his preaching's a joke. 
Sing tantararara, Oc. 


The ladies fo virtuous, ſo charming and pretty, 
Who rail againſt lovers, and caſt away pity; 
Such railing, we know, is no more than a cloak, 


For ladies were always all fond of a joke. 


Sing tantararara, Oc. 


The flattering fop, and the tradeſmen who cheat, 


Will joke at each other when paſſing the ſtreet; 
Nay, he that can't joke, we a ninny ſhould call, 


So let us ling taatararara, joke all. 
Sing tantararara, 2 fe 


THE WEDDING DAY. 


Sung by Mr Epwix, in Fontainbleau. 


T HE morning we're married, how funny and jolly, 
The pridegroom Sir Shenkin, the prite Lady Tollyl 
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When rons'd by ſweet clamour we open our Peepers, 
And Phebus ſalute in our night-gowns and ſlippers; 


Then under our windows muſicians all come, 
Play fittle, ſweet hautboy, ſharp flagelet, drum. 


But *till the harp's melodious tingle, 
All is puff, rattle, ſqueak and jingle. 
The cymbals they grind, and the baſſes the grumble, 
Pianos and fortes, a delicate jumble. 


All joy to your honours. See, fee how they flock, 
Whilſt cleaver and marrowbone go nick-y-knock, 
Tantivy the horn, tantara the trumpet 

Sound, ſound—while we ſwallow our coffee and crum- 


Pet. 
Brut till, Oc. 


8 ON O Gi. 
DEBORAH AND JONATHAN. 


Sung by Miſs GEORGE, in Turk and no Turk. 


JA THAN a wooing went, 
He was ſuch a bonny man! 
And matrimony was the bent 
Of little jolly Jowathan. 
Deborah, the damſel's name, 
Buxom was, and friſky-o! 
And ſure as every Sunday came, 
He drove her in luis Whiſky-o! 
On the whiſky ! 
Fine and friſky ! 
What a happy maid and man, 
Deborah and Jonathan ! 
G 3 
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Jonathan, à ſquabby elf, 
Very thort, tho* ſtrong enough, 
Found his wooing, hke himſelf, 
Not half-a-quarter long enough. 
Cries he ©* twill be a lucky hit, 
With wealthy Deb to tether-o!““ 
So dug for Deb the marriage pit, 
And in they fell together-o ! 
O the tumble! 
Jolt and jumble ! 
What a friſky wife and man, 
Deborah and Jonathan! 


Deborah had money got! 
Jonathan diminiſh'd it ! 
Drank about, nor left his pot, 
Till fifty times he finith'd it 
When tipſey he, then Deb will pout ; 
When ſober, ſcratch and quarrel-o 
- He bangs the door, damns, flounces out, 
And ſoaks again his barrel-o ! 
O the croaking ! 
Scratching, ſoaking! 
What a happy wife and man, 
Deborah and Jonathan ! 


$ ON G 62. 
HARK, HARK AWAY! 


HE moment aurora peep'd into my room, 
I put on my cloths, and I calPd for my groom;: 
Will whiſtle by this had uncoupPd the hounds, 
Who, lively and metticſome, triſk'd o'er the grounds; 
The horſes were ſaddl'd, fleet dapple and grey, 
Seem'd longing to hear the glad ſound, hark away. 


1 


it was cow by the clock about four in the morn, 
When we all gallopp'd off to the ſound of the horn; 
Dick garter, will tabble, and tom at the gooſe, 
When all on a ſudden out ſtarts miſtreſs puſs; 

Men, horſes and dogs, not a moment would ſtay, 
And echo was heard to cry, hark, hark away! 


The chace was a fine one, ſhe took o'er the plain, 
Which ſhe doubl'd, and doubl'd, again and again; 
Till at length ſhe took cover, return'd out of breath, 
And Land will whiſtle were in at the death; 

There in triumph of joy I the hare did diſplay, 

And I call'd to the horas, my boys, hark, hark away & 
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THE SAILORS SONG. 


22 topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea, 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee 
For tho? thy failor's boand afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landſmen flatter, when we're fail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales, 


No gallant ſailor ever fail'd, 
If love breath'd conſtant gales ; 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoal, 
Which ſteers my heart ſrom pole to pole. 


Sirens in every port we meet, 
More fell than rocks or waves; 

But ſuch as grace the britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not ſlaves. 


a 
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No foe our courge can ſubdue, 
Although we've left our hearts with yo 


Theſ: are our cares, but if you're kind, 
We'll feorn the daſhing main, 
The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
Till we return again, 
Now England's glory reſts with you, 
Our ſails are full, ſweet girls adieu. 


8 Oo N G 64. 


| - IWritten by Mr Prior. 
VW HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of champaign as an epg's full of meat, 
He wak' d in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 
He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 
* Frim the boat, and fit quiet!“ ſtern Charon regly'd, 
* You may have forgot you was drunk when you died. 


Sumg at RANVLAGH, 


„ E true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, 
Whoſe fires were ſo brav e, ſo victorious and free, 


Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 


Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


un O Us. 
Let us ſing our o5n treaſures, old England”s good cheer, 


The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer, 
Your vine lippling, dram-fippirg. fellows retreat, 


Bu vour heer drinking Britons can never be beat. 
But your, &c. 
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The French with their vineyards are meagre and pale, 
They drink of the ſqueezings or half-ripened fruit; 
But we, who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 


Are roſy and plump and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c. 


Shou'd the French dare invade us, thus arm'd with our 
poles, 
We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lanthern jaws 
ring 3 
For your beef-eating, beer-drinking Britons are ſouls, 
Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country and king. 
Let us ling, &c. 


s O NG 66. 


TWO STRINGS To my BOW. 


O.W happy the woman, whoſe charms 


Gain ſweerhearts ſtuck all of a row! 
That if one ſhould deſert from her arms, 


She {ill has two ſtrings to her bow. 


Should 'Thomas prove falſe, could he rob 
My heart of its quiet? O no! 

For if Thomas is. gone, there is Bob; 
I ſtill have two ſtrings to my bow. 


Then 'tis not ſo common a thing 
Can vex me, I'd have you to know! 
Since I have two beaux to my ſtring, 
As well as two ſtrings to my bow. 


„ 
SON G 67. 
The Roa Beef of Old England; a Cantata. 


RECITATI!YE. 


I 'J*WAS at the gates of Calais, Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad deſpair and famine always dwells, 


A meagre Frenchman, madam Grandſire's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd his carcaſe that way took; 
Pending beneath the weight of fam'd Sir Loin, 
On whom he often willed, in vain, to dine: 
Good Father Domiaich by chance came by, 
With ruſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 
lis benediction on it he beftow'd : 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick'd his chaps ; and thus the knight adreſs. 


-A1R. 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I were doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not = thy country's force combin'd 
Shuuld from my fury fave thee. 


R::2wn'd Sir Loin, oft-times decreed 
Pac chene of Engliſh ballad, 

On thce een kings have deign'd to feed, 

Unknown to Freichmen's palate; | 

The now much duih thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and lallad 24 
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RECiTATIvVEr. 


A half-ftarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and lean, 
Who ſuch a fight before had never ſeen, 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamict, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh food, 
His morning meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole ; 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief : 
And then, in plaiative tone, declar'd his grief. 


AIX. 


Ah, ſacre dieu! vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look fo tempting red and vite ? 
Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londres; 

Oh! grant to me von little bite. 


But to my guts if you give no heedling, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies ; 


In kind comp ſſion unto my pleeding, 
Return and let me feaft mine eyes. 


RECITATIVx. 


His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 

By honeit means to gain his daily bread, 

Soon as the well-known proſpe& he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'riag accents dolefully he ery'd. 
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AIX. 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, &c. 

So taking thy ſight is, 

My joy, that ſo light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls runs out of my eyes. 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing, 


While here, &c. 
Ah, hard-hearted Loui, 


Why did I come to you! 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 


ſtarving. 


RECITATIVE, 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney ſate, 
Who fed his noſe, and fcratch'd his ruddy pate, 
But when Old England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 
His dear lov'd mull, alas! was thrown aſide : 


With lifted hand he bleſt his native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd his caſc. 


AIX. 


How hard, oh, Sawney! 1s thy lot, 
Who was ſo blythe of late; 

To ſce ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is fo great! 

O the beef! the bonny, bonny beef, 
When roafted nice and brown; 

I wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, P 
How {weet it would gang down! 
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Ah, Charley! had'ſt chou not been ſeen, 
This ne'er had hap'd to me; 

I would the de'il had pick'd mine ey'n, 
Ere I had gane with thee. 

O the beet, &c. 


RECITATIVE. 


But ſee! my muſe to England takes her flight, 

Wh-re health and plenty ſocially unite : 

Where ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
throne, | 

And whips, and chains and tortures, are not known: 


The? Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhall ring, 
In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


AIR. -N Beef. 


As once, on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain: 

O tlic ro:ft berf of Old England, 

And O the Old Engliſh roall beef! 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak litt!e frame, 

Memuma, who ſteod by like a knowing old dame. 

d, Son, to attempt it, you're ſurcly to blame. 
O the ro:ft beck, &c. 


But deaf to her advice, he for glory did thirſt ;; 
Au fort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the ſirſt, 
. e 4 . 0 0 ; P 5 
Till Sn ellinz and ſtralning too hard made him burit, 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 
H 
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Then, Britons, be valiant, the moral is clear, 
The ox is Old England, the frog is Monſieur, 


Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. - N 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able, 

To ſee the Sir Loin ſmoaking hot on the table, 

The French may e' en burſt like the frog in the fable. 
O the roaſt beef, &c. 


1 
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HOMEWARD-BOUND. 


129 ev' ry ſail to the breeze, 
The courſe of my veſſel improve 3 


I've done with the toils of the ſeas, 
Ye ſailors! I'm bound to my love. 


Since Emma is true as ſhe's fair, 
My griefs I fling all to the wind ; 

Dis a pleaſing return to my care, 
My miſtreſs is conſtant and kind. 


My fails are all fill'd to my dear 
What tropic bird ſwifter can move; 

Who, cruel, ſhall hold his career 
That returns to the neſt of his love? 


Hoiſt ev'ry fail to the breeze, 

Come, ſhipmates and join in the ſongy - 
I et's drink while our ſhip cuts the ſeas, 
To the galefthat may drive her along. 


[ 75 } 
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From the Cauraidx, an Opera. 


N Carlow town their liv'd a maid, 
More fair than flowers at day-break ; 
Their vows contending lovers paid, 
But none of marriage dar'd ſpeak : 
Still with a ſigh, 
'Twas oh, I die! _ 
Each day my paſſion's ſtronger : 
When ſprightly Nancy {traight would ſay, 
You'll die, dear Sir, the Iriſh way, 
To live a little longer. 


At length grown jealous, Venus cries, - 
This pride is paſt all bearing; 
And ſtraight ſent Mars down from the ſleles, 
In form of Captain Daring. * 
Firſt with a ſigh, 


He cried, I Sel 
The god found paſſion ſtronger : 
And ſprightly Nancy {till did ſay, 
You'll die dear Sir, the Iriſh way, 
To live a little longer. 


At length, like ſoldier bold he preſs'd, 
And quickly ſaw by Nancy, 
The ſnow was thaw'd all in her breaſt, 
A ſuldier caught her fancy. 
| With downcaſt eye, 
She breath'd a figh, 
H 
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IIer paſſions ſtill grew flronger : 
Till Nancy was oblig'd to ſay, 
I'll die myſelf the Iriſh way, 

To live a little longer, 


so N 750. 


ROM the light-giving eaſt breaks the morn; 
Come my nymphs from your flumbers advance; 
Hark ! the notes of the ſweet-founding horn, 


Wake the flag from his ſoft - lulling trance. 


CHO KY 55 


Come my nymphs, bend your bows, follow me, 
And with ardour contend for the prize; 

She that gains, crown?'d with myrtle ſhall be, 
Hark ! how Echo, ſweet Echo replies. 


Now he flies through the deep ſounding vale, 
Every moment erecting. erecting his ears ; 
An attends to each ſound in the gale, 
Fits dil.nay lending ſtrength to his fears. 
Cone, my ny wphs, &c. 


He, at length, from the wood ſtarted forth, 
Wing'd with ſpeed, ſtretches over the plain: 
And md Icaves the hades wave him biuth, 
New wore them to vitit gain. 
Come, my nz mphs, &. 
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It is in vain how on ſpeed he relies, 
When purſu'd by a blood thirſty dart! 

For, |. ge light'ning the ſwift arrow flies, 
And ſoon reaches his poor throbbing heart. 


CHORU $. 


Now, ve nymphs quit your bows follow me, 
She that ſhot the dread ſhaft won the prize; 

And her brows crown'd with myrtle ſhall be, 
Hark! how Echo repeats it“ he dies.“ 


_ 


SONG 7L. 


T WAS: when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 

A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd. 

Wide o'er the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look ; 


Her head was crown'd with willows 
That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days; 
Why didſt thou vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou troubled ocean, 
And let my lover reſt; 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt? 
H 3 
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The merchant rob'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſt with deſpair ; 
But what's the Joſs of treaſure 
To the lofing of my dear? 
Shou: you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and diamonds grow, 
Yeu'd find a richer maiden, 
Bat none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain 
Why then beneath the water, 
Do hideous rocks remain ? 
No eyes the rocks diſcover 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wr2ck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


Thus melancholy lying, 
Thus wail'd {he for her dear; 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear ; 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpy'd 
Then, like a lilly drooping, 
She bow'd her head and died. 
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JOHN BULL IN FRANCE. 
Sung by Mr Wilſon, in Fontainbleau, 
| here in France, and more fool I, 
To quit my beef and pudden ; 
At ton and tafte you all will cry, 


Oh! yes; John Bull's a good'n, 
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In air and *reſs, no travell'd mac 
Of joint ſhall put my noſe out ; 
At {rug and grin I've got the knac, 
And ſee I turn my toes out. 


Tol, lol, lol. 


Gadzooks! ſo fine myſelf I'll rig, 
That nobody ſhall know me, 


My ſhining pate I'll ſtrait unwig, 
In ſilk Monſieur ſhall ſow me. 
My arm ſhall ſqueeze a chapeau bras, 
No more I'll block my beaver ; 
['ll ſtare and cock my opera glaſs, 
And ſtrut ſo monſtrous clever! 
Tol, lol, ll. 
I' take a Lady to the ball, 
And left that I ſhould ſhock her, 
My head is pufPd with Mareſchal, 
And to my back a knocker, 
To make my fiſt appear a hand, 
I'll draw on gloves of chicken, 
And Wilkes's wriggle plays the band, 
While cotillions were kicking. 


Tel, bl, bet. 
s O0 N G 73. 
THE LAD FOR MF. 
Sung by Mrs Kennedy, in 7 ontainbleau.. 
ILK ENNY is a hanſome place 


As any a town in Shararockſhire ; 
There firſt I faw my Jemmy's face, 


There Jemmy farſt beheld his dear : 


£58 Hz 


My love he was a baſhful boy, vs; 
And I a ſimple girl to fee; 4 Ker 

Yet I was Jemmy's only joy, * 
Ard Jemmy was the lad for me, 


But Dublin city bore the bell 
In ſtreets and ſquares, and houſes fine ; 
Oh! the: our Dick his love could tell, 
And there I told young Dickey mine: 
Fo: Dick he was a roving blade, 
nd 1 was hcarty, wild and free; 
He la v'd, and 1 his love repaid, 
Then Dickey was the lad for me! 


When Dover ſtrand my happy lot, 
And William there my love did crown 
Young Dick and Jemmy 1 forgot, 
Kilkenny fair, and Dublin town: 
For William was a gentle youth, 
Loo baſhful, nor too bold was he: 
He ſaid he lov'd, and told me truth, 


And William was the lad for me. N. 
Hu 
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Tas HOUSE or HUR FATHER. 
| But 
| T Llantavre, Go bleſs hur, a place of renown, 1 
| Hur was provght up, and porn, 'rwas a prafe gal- Wir 
Jant thun; Wit 


Hur father, Cot pleſs hur, did keep a . houſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſouſe. 


HOSP 


0h the houſe of hur father, hur father*s goot hon ſe, 
Where never was lack of goot putting and ſouſe, 
Prafe barra-mennin and good barra-chowſe, 
And was it not, look yuu, a plentiful houſe. 


Hur father, Got pleſs hur, was prafe gallant man. 

A ſhentleman, look you,—and Morgan hur name: 

Great wonders Hur did in the wars of the place, 

Which caus'd many ſcars in hur worſhip's goor face. 
Oh the houſe of bur father, Ac. 


So great was hur might, hur ſtrength, and hur power, 
For hur ſprung from the loins of Grat Owen Glendour, 
Hur flew many ſhi:nts, rehev'd many maids, 
A knight of great valour, but a cobler by trade. 

Oh the boife of tur father, Fc. 


Of dunnucks and goats hur had got ſore and plenty; 
Of leeks a great garden, with cabbages dainty, 

An old woodecock's bill for a pipe—with goot liquor, 
To comfort hur noſe when hur fat in hur wicker. 


Ch the houſe of bur father, Oc. 


Now hur father was tead—oh peace to hur relique, 
Hur was dead of the wind in hur guts and the colic, 
Hur houſe, goots and chattles hur left to hur ſon, 
Who was look'd at by all as a triving young man, 


Oh the houſe of hur father, Sc. 


But the firſt of great March, on St Taflid's great day, 
As chorough Llantavre hur took hur beſt way, 

With gur leek in hur hat, to ſhow hur was going, 
With Shenkin and Morgan, and Watkin and Owen, 


Oh the houſe of hur father, Oc. 


— Pry _ — — — 
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Now as hur was paſſing the folks all among, 

Swe-r Winnefred's face hur beheld in a throng; 

St David! how great was poor Hughy's ſurpriſe ! 
When hur felt the ſharp nettles that ſhot from hur eyes, 


Oh the marvellous eyes of ſaveet Winnefred Shones, 
Which makes hur fit ſopping with /ighing and groan, 
Making fur msans with Sighings and groans, 

Oh the marvelious eyes of fweet Winnefred Shones. 


The very firſt ſhaft hur received from hur quiver, 
Went thorough hur breaſtbone aud tuck in hur liver, 
Hur ploot poil'd and puppled and glow'd in a trice, 
But Winnefred's, look you, was frozen as ice. 

Oh the marvellous eyes, c. 


By Cheſu hur ſwore hur would pluck up a courage, 
Hur went to hur and ſwore hur was good as leek porrage, 
But hur gimlet hur cock'd with an eye of diſdain, 
Which pierc'd hur heart thorough and thorough again. 
Os the marvellous eyes, Oc. 


Cot ſplutter hur ſwore, for hur was in a paſſion, 
Hur would hate all ſuch jades as the plagues of the nation: 
But the ſlut was fo cruel hur ſpit in hur face, 
A ſign hur was lack of govt preeding and grace. 
Oh the damnable eyes of Mi Winnefred Shones- 


So now hur will pack up hur alls and be going, 
And leave off ſuch priples aud praples as loving, 


Faicwell to Llantavre of faireſt renown, 
Hur'li {eek hur good fortune in Lo idon fine town, 


Ten adieu to the houſe, 05 bur father's fine houſe, 
Where never was lack of gu putting and fuſe, 
Prafe barra-1:ennn and good barret chowe ; 

0h, was it not, look you-—a jlentijil nouſe ? 
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THE SWEETHEART. 


Tune—Derry down. 
GINCE the world is ſo old, and the times are ſo new, 
And every thing talk'd of except what is true, 
Among other ſtories my fable may paſs, 
Of four or five ſweethearts who courted a laſs 


Derry down. 


The firſt was from France, a-la-mode de Paris, 
All faſhion, all feather, bien Monſieur poudrie ; 
He bow' d, he took ſnuff, cut a caper, and then 
He bow d, cut a caper, and took ſnuff again. 
Derry down. 


A Dutchman advanc'd,—when the lady he ſaw, 

He dropp'd down his pipe, and he blubb'rd out—yaw; 

With hands hid in pocket, and unpolith'd leer, 

As frogs ſing in courtſhip, fo croak'd out Mynheer. 
Derry down. 


From Cannaught, itſelf, another beau came, 
Macfinnin, Macgragh Billinbrough, was his name; 
He bow'd to the laſs, and he ſtar'd at Monſieur, | 
Clapp'd hand on his ſword, and ſaid, A !/—arrah, my 


dear! 
Derry down. 


The rext a meſs John, of rank methodiſt taint, 
Who thought like a ſinner, but look'd like a faint, 
Clos?! hands, twirl'd his thumbs, moving muckle his 
face, 
Then turn'd up kis eyes as about to ſay grace. 
| Derry doaun - 


— b — — 


8 1 
A neat Engliſh ſailor in holiday trim, 


Who ha lg lov'd the lais, andthe laſs had lov'd him, 


Arthart th. ſtept, under arm toſs'd his ſwitcl;, 
$qu:r'd his hat, op'd his pouch, gave his ttowſers 2 
nch. 
| Derry down, 


He along-fide her fell. and he grappl'd on board, 
Sh» track, the firſt broadſide of kiſſes he pour'd; 
Then ke tow?d her tr church, and as to the reſt, 
Wat afterwards follow'd is eaſily gueſs'd. 

Derry down, 


SON G 76. 


DOODLE DOO. 
Tune—-Frery where fine Ladies flirting. 


IJ OUNGLINGS fond cf female chaces, 
Monnt on hopes in we'lock's races, 
Some for fortune, fume tor faces. 


Oh ! ch' extaric joys which flow, ſir, 


* When two ſouls copgenial glow, fir, 


This above, and that below, ir, 
| Deedle, doodle, doo, fe. 


Each *gainſt each, like wreſtlers, twining 
Each with each engagement joining, 
No reſiſting, now reigning, 


Doodle, deadle, doc, Oc. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, Oc. 
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When imparadiz'd they're pairing, 
Ev'ry nerve ſtretch'd to its bearing, 
Hardly knowing what or wherein. 


Doodle, doodle, doo, c. 


Fainting, panting—pulſes thrilling— 
Shc—obedient waits, and willing, 
But he's out of breath with billing, 


Doodle, doodle, doo, Oc. 


Fain the fair would fondly dally, 
Looking love—but he don't rally, 
Rather ſeeming—ſhilly ſhally. 


Doodle 5 doodle, doo, &c » 
Killing, ſmiling, ſhe cries—/5! 5 


Co, you naughty creature—go! go! 
While he yawns out-, ab- ob! 


Doodle, doodle, doo, 22 


This indeed too oft the caſe is, 
Men will furious fall on faces, 
Then fall ef into diſgraces. 


Doodle, doodle, doc, Ec. 


All the work they make with wooings, 
Couplings, changings, curſings, cooings, 
Are but doodle doodle doings. | 
' Doodle, doodle, dec, Oc. 


Falling back, then falling to, fir, 
We, like babies, beauties woo, fir, 


Love is—cock a doodle doo, fir. 
Doodle, * doo, Oc. 


1 
s O N G 77. 


d 
Ins FRENCH TAT TON 
Sung by Mr Quick, In Fontainbleau. 


\ Londres I was taylor nice, 
And work for Lor ſo pay, 

1ie never beat me down my price, 
But den he never pay 

From Lor I could no money get, 
M draper would not ftay ; 

So, like my Lor, I run in debt, 
And den J run away. 


Vid trick on card, I pleaſe my Lor, 
He wonder how I do't, 

And ladies, all, my ſkill adore, 
Ven cock in glaſs I ſhoot. 

De Biitiſh guinea I command 
My pocket to recruit, 

T ſhirt it off by flight of hand, 
Shift off by light of foot. 


Now here in France, I have no dread 
For to Lor to move my ſhear, 

For here in France, dey cannot plead 
De privilege of Peer. 

Monſieur, if you employ a me 
And pretty coat vou'd war, 

Your little tailleure here I bz, 
Tres humble &ryncur. 


L 93-1 
$ ON G 78. 
THE MEDL-E T, 
Or a Di of all Sorts. 


UARDIAN angels now prote&t me 
From the mar, Math Love, tho? my let I diſouiſe, 
I can freely diſtingat! 

The Sun from the E 5 tips the mountains with gold, 
And the meados all ſpangled — 

With women and wine, I dety every care, 
For life w.thout the ie, ig— 

An old ſong made by an aacient old pate, 


* 
All! . 1e 31113 Gat me tir, 

The ol. Fi the ſtir, the red, the brown, 

That dance and prance it up and down, 
There's none ih — 

Bra” John Q'Bure was a bunny muchle man, 

Frae Scotland he came 
la penance tor paſt folly, 

A pilgrim blithe and jully, 

A oe 15 
1 tour aud twentieth day of May, 

Cate days in the year, tir. 

1 Wien the tres are all bare, not a leaf to be feen, 

An e meadows their verdure have loſt; 

Wren alt nite diſrob'd of her mantle of green.— 
&Y the ide ofa great kitchen fre, 

Aluhon complaining was laid; 


A putting Was 


All the Downs, the flect was moor 'd, 
The itreamers waving in the wind, 
Wain black-cy'd Sutan came on board, 
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d 
TI FRENCH TAYLOR. 
Sung by Mr Quick, iz Fontainbleau. 


Londres I was taylor nice, 
And work for Lor ib pay, 


1ie never beat me down m price, 


But den he never pay 
From Lorl could no money get, 
Moe draper would not ſtav; 
So, like mv Lor, I run in debt, 
And den J run away. 


Vid trick on card, I pleaie my Lor, 
He wonder how 1 do't, 

And ladies, all, my ſkill adore, 
Ven cock in glaſs I ſhoot. 

De Biitiſh guinea I command 
My pocket to recruit, 

J ſhirt it off by ſlight of hand, 
Shift of by flight of foot. 


Now here in France, I have no dread 
For to Lor to move my ſhear, 

Tor here in France, dey cannot plead 
De privilege of Peer. 

Monſieur, if you employ a me 
And pretty coat vou'd y-ar, 

Your little tailleure here I ba, 
Tres humble £&ryncur., 
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$0 N O 78. 
1 HE MEDLEY, 


Or a Diſh of all Sorts. 


UARDIAN angcls now protect me 
From the mar. that I love, tho? my heart Idulguiſe, 
I can freely diſtinguih— 
The Suu from the Eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 
And the m2adows all ſpangled — 
With women and wine, I dety every care, 
For lite without thee, is — 
An old ſong made by an ancient old pate, 
— 
All tue güls wb ia the tower, 
The oluck, the ſbir, the red, the brown, 
That dance and prance it up and down, 
There's none lib 
Bra” John Q'Bare was a bonny muckle man, 
Frae Scotland he came 
la penance for paſt folly, 
A pilyrim blithe and jully, 
A toe tt: | 
The tour and twentieth day of May, 
Ci ail the days in the year, tir. 
Wien the trees are all bare, not a leaf to b e een, 
Ant te meadows their verdure have loſt; 
When all nate W of ner mantle of green, 
che ide ofa great kitchen fre, 
A iatho i C3: npl; ning was laid; 
A PUG 8 45 
Allun the Downs, the fleet was moor'd, 
The ttreamers waving in the wind, 
Wain black-ey'd Sutan came on board, 
12 


191 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find ; 
Tell me 
John And-rſon my Jo, John, I wonder what you mean, 
To rife fo ſoon at morning, to fit ſo late at een. 
The clock has ſtruck I can't tell whar, 
And the morning came on too, as grey as a rat; 
Cocks and hens from their rooſts did fly, 
Graating pigs too leave their ſtye ; 
Down in a vale, Cifs with her pail, 
Met her true love dapper Harry, 
Firſt they kiſt, then ſhook fiſt, 
And look'd like 
A certain preſbyterian pair 
Was wedded t'other day, 


r 


And when the lambs were laid in bed, I 
The paſtor came to pray. a 
Then fy ler vs aꝰ to the wedding, ; 
For there will be thing { 
There was once it was ſaid, 
Bat it's out of my head; ? 
Aud more ſo yet true is my tale, 1 
That a — — 4 
A taylor good lord! in the time of vacation, 1 
When cabbage was ſcurce, and when pocket was low; 
For the ſake of good liquor pretended a paſſion 
To one that ſold ale in a cuckoldly row, 
Sing in and out, thro? a clout, whilft he was able ; 
Prick a louſe, prick a louſe, what could he do? 
Now a louſe made him nch, here a ſcratch, there a 4 
ſtitch; 
And ſing cucumber! cucumber! y 


Pm old mad Tom, behold me; 
My wits are quite unfram'd; 


19914 


m mad I'm ſure, and paſt all cure, 
Nor hope to be reclaim'd 
4 \ter wenches and drinks, he rules the roaſt iu the H. 


-'5 a fool if he thinks.— 


The world is a jumble of nonſenſe and fun, 
And life's run away with, e'er 'tis well begun; 
Like this motly ſong, 'tis the farce of a day, 
Which aptly concludes with a tal de ral la. 


From ſyrrow to mirth, we inconſtantly range, 

No mortal on earth, but is fond of a change; 
Then while you have ſun, I adviſe you make hay, 
And always make ſure of your tal de ral la. 


Look round in the world and you'll conſtantly find, 
As odd ſort of couples as ever I bind: 

The young weds the old, and the grave takes the gay; 
4] ſtrangers to mirth, and it's tal de ral la. 


Ye droll fort of mortals who laugh at my ſong, 
T,2uzh on, and be thankful you're not in the wrong: 
And you that are ſad, know the dog has his day, 
Then take a full ſwing at you're tal de ral la. 


N 
- THE CONTRAST. 
Sung by Mr Banniſter, iu Turk and no Tard. 


3 my ſpruce little Matthew! lov'd fun- 
„id !. 


You were pleas'd with high fun—I with Foun that was 
hh, 
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In frolick, I grant, you were ever my brother, 

PII give you two portraits—mine one—your's the other, 

Now ?tis your's, brother Mat! whoſe prefentment's 
amiſs ! 


Pray, look on this picture, here—then look on this ! 


I was Jove of the table, and king of the farce; 

A good brazen front, and an eye juſt like Mars; 
To command a full bumper, or threaten a fine, 
When any fly ſneaker was ſick of his wine! 

And, next day, when in town I had taken my fill, 
Kiis'd a heavenly laſs, upon gay Richmond Hill. 


Such a queer combination—with no form indeed ! 
So fond of the grape, and ſo wicked a weed! 
Jolly Bacchus grew proud of my wine bibbing throttle; 
And the God ſet his ſeal upon me, like a bottle! 
As King of full bumpers, old ſongs, whoops and hal. 
bo's— 
This was your friend Roger — now look you what 
follows! 


Here is my friend Matthew——quite mildew'd and 
mouldy! | 

Falls ſhort of his brother in all that I told you; 

And each hearty fellow, my bouts when recounting, 

Will point at this Moor ——with his pint of poor moun- 
tain : | 

Crying, what lad of judgment would ſtep from the bliſe, 

Of quaffing with this man to tipple with this? 


E 


5 O0 N G 80. 


THE SORROWS or WERTER. 


* HEN Werter fair Charlotte beheld, 


As ſhe danc'd with the nymphs on the greer, 
He thought ev'ry maid ſhe excell'd, 


And he prais*d the ſoft grace of her mein; 
But all her accompliſhments known, 


Gentle Werter began to adore; 
He ſighs for a heart not her own, 


And the joys of poor Werter are o'er. 


Though vows the fair Charlotte engag'd, 
As a friend gentle Werter was dear; 
Her ſmiles oft his ſorrows aſſuag'd, 
While pity has dropp'd a ſoft tear; 
Urg'd by love, he grew bold, and ſhe cry'd, 
Werter leave,—and ſee me no more! 
He ſigh'd he obey*d—and he dy'd ! 
Then the ſorrows of Werter deplore. 


Ye nymphs, let not cupid deceive, 
Under pity's ſoft garb hide his dait, 

Werter's ſorrows are laid in the grave, 
While pity ſtill wrings Charlotte's heart: 


And oft o'er his grave has ſhe cry'd, 
While withifla@w'*rets the decks it all 0'er— 


He ſaw me—hetoy'd—and he dy'd, 
Then the ſorrow Wetter deplore. 


be 
bond 
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HE koveſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe and guile, 
Need neither Fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 


The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing ;. 

What mor: than mirth would mortals have 
The cheariul man's a king! 


30 N G 82. 


W ATE R parted from the ſea, 
May increaſe the river's tide 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro? fertile valleys glide. 


Though in ſearch cf loft repoſe, 
Through the land 's free to roam, 
Züll it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


SON G 83. 


Tue NEGLECTED TAR. 


As ſung by Mr Diexun, at the Anacreontic Socaet n 
Tune — /e Vicar of Bray. 


I ſing the B:itiſh Seaman's praiſe ; 
A theme renown'd in ſtory, 

It well ieſcrves more poliſh'd lays; 
Oh !—tis your boaſt and glory. 
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When mad brain'd war ſpreads death around, 
By them you are protected; 
But when in peace the nation's found, 
Theſe bulwarks are neglected. 
Then, oh! protect the hardy tar, 
Be mindful of his merit; 
And when again you're plung'd in war 
He'll ſhew his daring fpirit. 


When thickeſt darkneſs covers all, 
Far on the tracklefs ocean; 

When lightnings dart—when thunders roll, 
And all is wild commetion ; 

Whea o'er the bark the white-topp'd waves, 
With boiſtrous ſweep are rolling, 

Yet coolly ſtill, the whole he braves, 
Untam'd amidft the howling. 

Then, oh! protect, &c. 


When deep immers'd in ſulphurous ſmoke, 
Re feels a glowing pleaſure; 

Ee ivarls his gun—or cracks his joke, 
Elated beyond meaſure. 

Though fore and aft the blood Rain'd deck 
Should hfelcfs trunks appear; 

Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, 


The ſailor knows no fear. 
Then, ch! protect, &c. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, 
here ſcorching beams aſſail lum, 
Win all the canvaſs hangs ſupine, 
And tood and water fail him; 
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Then oft he dreams of Britain's ſhoreg 
Where plenty ſtill is reigning ; 
They call the watch—his rapture's o'er, 
He ſighs- but ſcorns complaining. 
Then, oh! protect, &c. 


Or burning on that noxions voaſt, 
Where deach fo oft befriends him; 
Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland froſt, 
True courage ſtill attends him, 
No cl;me gan this eradicate; 
He glories in annoyance, 
He fearleſs braves the ſtorms of fate, 
And bids prim death defiance, 
Then, oh! protect, &c. 


Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, 
In peace be then neglected? 
Bhold him moving long the peer, 
Pale, meagre, and dejcded! 
old him begging for employ! 
B:hold him diſregarde d! 
Thea view the anguiſh in his eye, 
Aud ſay, are tars rewarded? 
Then, oh! protect, &c. 


To them your deareſt rights you owe ;— 
In peace then would you ſtrave them? 
What ſay ve Britain's ſons ?--0%! no! 
Protect them and prefeive tlie, 
$:icld them from poverty and pain, 
"1's policy to do it; 
Or when grim war ſhall come again, 
Oh, Britons, you may rue it! 
Ihen, oh! protect, &c. 


1 
s O0 N G 84, 


A favourite Song ſung at Vauxhall, 


A chere amie, my charming fair, 
Whoſe ſmiles can baniſh ev'ry care; 
In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, | 
Whoſe only care is love of thee. 


Ma chere anmie 


Under, {ſweet friendſhip's ſacred name 
My boom crught the tender flame; 
Mav frie-dthip in thy boſom be 
Converted into love for me. 


ATa chere amic. 


Together rear*d, together grown, 
Oh! let us now unite in one: 

Let pity ſ-ften thy decree ; 

1 droop, dear maid, I die for thee. 


Ma chcre amie. 


s O N G B85. 
Sung in the Capricious Lovers. 


HO? my features, I'm told, 
Are grown wrinkl'd and old, 
Pull wiſdom I hate and deteſt ; 
Not a wrinkle is there 
Which is furrow'd by care, 
And my heart is as Vglit as the beſt, 
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When 1 look on my boys, 

They renew my paſt joys 
Myſelf in my children I ſee 

While the comforts 1 find 

In the kingdom my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom is free. 


In the days J was young, 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 
The laſſes came flocking apace; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 
I can do ſo no more, 
Why then let my boy take my place. 
Of cur plcaſures we crack, 
For we ſtill love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er wiiat we have been; 
Yet why ſhould we repine, 
You've had your's, I've had mine, 
A.nd now let our children begin. 


S O'N G 86. 


IT H my bottle and laſs, 
Let che hours as they paſs, 


Gude All-ſo deliciouſly on; 


cares that await, _ 


FEEL 
the buſtle of fate, 
Let me ſport till my ſpirits are gone. 


And then let me reſt, 
On the ſoft panting breaſt, | 
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Ol ſome Nymph, full of youth and of grace; 
Then tho? languid and tir'd, 
May I ſtill be inſpir'd, 

With freſh ardour to join her embrace. 


Ah, Venus! then fly, 

With thy doves through the (ky, 
To my temple deroted to thee ; 

Sequeſter*d from noiſe, 

Let me taſte of thy joys, 

And revel uncenſur'd and free. 


$0 NG 87. 
Linco' Return. 


* never go abroad again, 
Nor ever will I roam; 

For he has but a flimſy brain, 

Who wanders far from home. 


See nine 1a ten of Engliſhmen, 
Who run the nation o'er; 

Tho' pert and gay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before. 


Contented here I'Nl paſs my life, 
For roving's but a curſe; 

I' take my country, as my wife, 
For better and for worſe. 

K 


See nine in ten of Engliſhmen, 
Who cua the nation o'er; 
Tho? pert and gay, yet pray are they 
Much wiſer than before. 


While I can ſee ſuch ſights as theſe, 
And ſuch a harveſt bring; 


And while I can my betters pleaſe, 


For ever will I ling. 


That nine in ten of Engliſhmegg 
Who chuſe abroad to roam, 

Among mankind will never find 
That worth they leave at home. 


$0 NG 83. 


Sung at Vauxhall, 


FT HE lowland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain and idley gaudy 
How much unlike the graceful mien, 
And manly locks of ray highland laddie, 
O my bonay highland laddie; 
My handſome charming highland laddie; 
May heav'n ſtill guard and love reward, 
The lowland laſs and her highland laddie. 


Tf I were free at will to chuſe 

To be the wealthieſt lowland lady; 

I'd take young Donald in his trews, 

With bonnet blue and belted pladdie. 
O my bonny, &ee · 


( 9947 
No greater joy Pll &er pretend, 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady : 
Like miae to him, which ne'er ſhall end, 


While heav'n preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonny, &c. 


s o N G 8g. 


TE JOVIAL SAILOR'S. 


| OW little do the landmen know, 


What we poor ſailors feel, 
When waves do mount and winds do blow! 
But we have hearts like ſteel, 


No danger can affright us; 
No enemy ſhall flout, 

We'll make the Monſieurs right us; 
So toſs che can about. 


Stick ſtout to orders, meſſmates; 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink ; 
Then, France, have at your firſt-rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink ; | 
We rammage all we fancy; 
We'li bring them in by fcores, 
And Moll, and Ke, and Nancy, 
Shall ron! in Louis- d'ors. 8. 


Wine here at Deal we'er r lying, 
With our noble Commodor "2 

We'll ſpend on wages freely, boys; 
Ar] then to ſea tor more. 


K 2 
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In peace we'll drink and ſing boys; 
In war we'll never fly: 

Llere's a health to GEORGE our King boys, 
And the Royal family. 


8 O0 N 90. 
Sang at Tauxhall. 


H! where can one find a true ſwain, 
In whom a young nymph may confide! 

Men are now ſo conceited and vain, 

They no longer have hearts to divide; 
Or in coucty or ia city, or town, . 

All acknowledge bow fruitiels the Tearchy 
So polite too each willage is grown, 

Eren their giils are left in the lurch. 


en adieu to the thraldom of love, 
Adieu to its hope and its fear; 

Hencefoerth I in freedora will rode, 
Who ke it the willew way wear: 


Yet ſhould fortune my truth to reward, 
Send ſome youth with each talent to bleſę, 
How far I my purpoſe could guard, 
4s a fecret I need not coufeſs. 


SQNG 91. 


Sang of Fauxball, 
ET thofe whe would with to hear reafor, 
Attend to the leſſon I give, 
As to-day is for pleaſure the feafon, 
Oh! ſeize the dear moment and live: 


= 
T's a proverb we all muſt remember, | 
« While the ſun ſhines be ſure to make hay; 


Which reminds us from June to Decemuory 
That we ought ts make much of to-day. 


Away then with care and with ſorrow, 
And with all which may burthen the mind: 
He who mirth can put off till to-morrow, 
Loſes that which he wiſhes to find. 
The preſent for mirth is the hour, 
The preſent's the time to be gay; 
With haſte let us take then the flow's 
Which can only be gather'd to-day. 


Our condition as quickly may vary, 

As the tide, or the wind, or the moon; 
Our ſchemes and our projets miſcarry, 

Nay, e' en death may o'er take us as ſoon + 
Then ſince life is no more than a bubble, 
Enjoy all its gifts while ye may 
To-morrow may enter with trouble, 

Oh! at leaſt, be ſecure of to-day. 


We muſt own that all human reflection, 
Is but ſhallow, and ſoon out of date; 
To my council then make no object ion, 
But leave all the future to fate; 
How abſurd muſt be their diſpoſition, 
Who fcek fame which may never decay ; 
But I own 1 have no ſuch ambition, 
is enough if I pleaſe you to-dar. 
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The Woman of Merit, aefe rivet. .. 


ITHOUT 8 gay, youthful and 


pretty; 3 
Without pride or meanneſs, familiar and witty ; 


Without forms obliging, good-natur'd and tree 3 
Without art as lovely as lovely can be. 


She ads what ſhe thinks, and ſhe thinks what ſhe ſays, 
Regardleſs alike both of cenſure and praiſe ; 


Her thoughts, and her words, and her actions are 
ſuch, 


That none can admire 'em, or pra her too much. 


SONG 93. 


Female Liberty regained , 


H O' man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was lave, honour, cbey; 
At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 
And the lords of creation muſt pull in their horns ; 
Fer Kymen among ye proclaims his decree, 
When huſband's are tyrants their wives will be free. 


4 1 with ycur doubts, your ſurniſes, and fears, 
Venus b:ats up for her gay volunteers; 

5 at her banner, you'll vanquiſh with eaſe, 

And make ef your huſbands what creatures you pleaſe, 

To arms, then, ye fair-ones, and let the world ſee, 

When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be fre2- 
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The right of your ſex, would you e'er ſee reſtor d, 
Your tongues ſhould be as'd as a two edged ſword ; 
That ear- piercing weapon each huſband muſt dread, 
Who thinks of the marks you may place on his head: 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, | 
That woman, dear woman, thall ever be free. 


No more ſl:all the wiſe, all meek as a lamb, 

Be ſabjeR to, Zounds ! do yon know who am? 
Domeſtic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage to govern the men 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſee, 
Tho? haſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


SON G 94. 


Ariflippus. 


E T care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul, 
I Who like Ariſtippus, can his paſſions control; 
Of wiſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, 
| Who, attentive to eaſe let his paſſions be free; 
The prince, peer, or peaſant, to him were the ſame ; 
For pleas'd, he was plcaſing to all where he came; 
But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reſolviag to live all the days of his life, 
All the days of his life, &c. 


A friend to mankind, all mankind was his friend, 

And the peace of his mind was his ultimate end; 

He found fault with none, if none fourd fault with him 
If hie friend had a humour, he humour'd his whim ; 

It wine was the word, why he bumper'd his glafs; 

If love was the topic, he toaſted lis laſs ; 


we 
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But still urn'd his back on contention W ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of bis life. 
All the days of his a, dc. 


If councils diſputed, if councils agreed, 
He found fault with neither; for this was his creed, 
That, let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 
Twould be ſemper eadem an hundred years hence 
He deem'd it unſocial to be malcontent, | 
If the tide it went with him, with the tide too he went; 
But ſtil] turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Refolvicg to live all the days of his life. 

All the days of his life, &c 


Was the nation at war he wiſh'd well to the ſword 7 
f a peace was concluded, a peace was his word: 
Diſquiet to him, of body or mind, 

Was the longitade only he never could ſind; 

The philoſopher's ſtone was all gravel and pain, 
And all who had Fughr it, had ſought it in vain; 
Be ſtill turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 


Feſolving to live all the da vs of his life. ; I 
All the days of his Ife, &c. 


Then let ns all follow Ariftipgen's rales, 1 
And deem his opponents both aſſes and mules; | C 
Let thuie not contented to lead or to drive, 
By the bees of their ſects be drove out of their here e 
Expell'd from the manſions of quiet and eaſe, = I 


May they never find out the bleſt art how to pleaſe, 
While oarſelves and our friends, not forgetting of r 
wives, 


Ry theſe maxims may live all the days of our lives. 
Allthe days, &c. 
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TIGHT LITTLE PETER. 


Sung by Mr Enwin, in Turk and 9 Turk. 


LR maids ! I cock my hat! 
John's but a poor creature ; 

Sam's ſkinny, Bob's fat, 

All fools to little Peter! 

Ev'ry girl's chin is cocking, 

Twig my leg, and tight {ilk ſtockisg; 
A'n't I the clean thing? 

Tight boy! liitle Peter ! 


Speak maids ! before it's late, 
Yen will fad none neater 3 
Fan, Nan, Patty, Kate. 
4 come to little Pater ! 

I'm a lad © neat and natty, 
S'babs, girls, but I' be at yet 
Oh! Pm the clean thing! 

Tight dor! Ertle Peter! 


Mind, maids? PW pick out one x 
Pala, plurap, and fineſt feature: 
Cad, wel have rare fun! 
Never feat uttle Petet! 
ed hot, and all weather, 
Joility w2N jog together, 
Zaunds! Pra whe chan thieg; 
Tigat bop! hitte Peter! 


The next was a ſot, who came ſtaggering drunk, 
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THE COURTSHIP. 


* ſing you a ſong of a modern date, 

Concerning a damſel who had a good eſtate z 
Rich, young, and beautiful, whoſe name it was Kate ; 
She was mightily teaz'd with admirers of Jate. 

Admiration ! admiration ! 
Oh the wonderful admiration? 


The firſt was a beau, much reſembling an ape, 

That had broken its chain, and made its eſcape ; 

He came into her preſence with many a ſcrape, 

Cock-ſure of the maid from his delicate ſhape. | 
Aﬀedtation, Ec. 


Juſt as he had quitted his bottle and punk; 

But his half rotten carcaſe ſo dev'liſhly ſtank, 

That his hopes were all bleſted, and projects were ſunk, 
Tutoxicaticn, Co 


The next was a youth with a ſorrowful air, 

Who had fallen a victim to love and deſpair 

He'd not the leaſt proſpect of gaining the fair, 

Jo juſt came to die, and to end all his care. | 
Deſperation, r. 


A buily came next, with a clove in his kat, 

A ttring of new oaths he had learned quite pat; 

He brag'd of his courage with impudent chat, 

But © tell you the truth, he'd have ſtarted at that.“ 
Elevation, Qt. 


* A ſnap of the ſingers. 
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Then in came a quaker, friend Elijah Prim, 

Aid under the ſhade of a thirteen inch brim; 

What ever he did *twas the ſpirit mov'd him, 

But I'm ſure he had none, for lie mov'd not a limb. 


Inſpiration, Wc. 


A rakes who had been of her fortune appriz'd, 

lo a cogjurer's habit his perſon diſguis'd ; 

Her fortune to tell, was the ſcheme he devis'd. 

But his beard was pulled off, and his cunning ſurpris'd. 
Conjuration, Sc. 


An Iriſh dear ſhoy was the next that came in, 
Tho” bare was his cloths, yet rough was his chin, 
A blundering ſtory he ſtrove to begin; 

But Kate by ſuch eloquence he could not win. 


Botheration, Ce. 


At length a young captain, directed by fame, 
Repair'd to the damſel, and put in a claim; 

His offers were ta'en, and he carried the dame; 
$0 if they are not happy, themſelves are to blame. 


Conſummatien, Cc. 
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LIBERTY axv LOVE. 


ELINDA fair, I lately met 
About the prime of day; 
On her my wond'ring eyes I ſet, 


Which drew my heart away : 

As youthful Hebe, free and fair, 
The graces by her move; 

Ah! now my boſum knows no care, 
But Liberty and Love. 
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Then thro? the ſhady groves we walk'd 


To taſte the fragrant breeze; 
Don't blame me, if to her I talk'd 
Ot more than wood - bine trees: 
When all around, with ſwelling throats, 
The linnet, lark, and dove, 
Still hail'd us with their vary'd notes 
Of Liberty and Love. ths 1 


The ſhepherds on the flowry plain, 
Envy'd my happy fate; 
Ah! would ſhe liſten ta my ſtrain, 
I'd ſeek no fairer mate: . 
Por one fo virtuoufly divine, 
An anchorite would move, 
To turn a vot'ry at the ſhrine 
Of Liberty and Love. 


Reclining on a bank of flowers, 
I urg*d her to comply; 

But ftill ſhe prais'd the ſhady bowers, 
And wav'd the queſtion by: © © 

Then tell me, ye ſucceſsful ſwains, 
How I may victor prove; 

Then would the eaſe me of my pains 


With Liberty or Love! , | 
BELL, South-Shield:. 
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THE BONNY SAILOR. 


Sung by Miſt THORNTON. 


M* bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
Muy heart with bim is now at fea; 
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] hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
7 wiſh to hear what glorious tails. 
What dangers he has undergone ; | 
What fort's he ſtorm'd, how great che ſpoils, 
From France and Spain my ſailor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chil'd my breaſt, 
When fancy brought the fee in view; 

And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Leſt every gale a tempeſt blew ; 

Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip at anchor may I ſee ; 

Three years are ſure enough to roam, 
Too long for one that loves like me. 


Es face by ſultry climes is wan, 

His eyes by watching ſhine leſs bright; 
But fill FII own my cha ming man, 

And run to meet him, when in fight; 
His honett heart is what I prize, 

No weather can make that look old; 
Tho? alter'd were his face and eyes, 

I'll love my jolly ſailor bold. 


s ON 99. 
THE SC OLn. 


OME women take delight in dre, 
And: ſome in cards take pleaſure, 
Whullt others place their happineſs 
in heaping hoards of treaſure ; 


L 
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In private ſome delight to kiſs, 
Their hidden charms unfolding 

But all miſtake their ſovereign bliſs, 
There's no ſuch joy as ſcolding. 


The inſtant that IT ope my eyes, 
Adieu all day to ſilence, 

Before my neighbours they can riſe, 
They hear my tonguea mile hence ; 

When at the board 1 take my ſeat, 
*1is one continued riot, - 

I eat and ſcold, and ſcold and eat, 
My clack 1s never quiet, 


Too fat, too lean, too hot, too cold, 
I ever am complaining ; | 
Too raw, too roaſt, too young, tad old, 
Each gueſt at table paining ; 
Let it be fowl, or fleth, or fiſh, 
Though of my own providing, 
I ſtill find fault with every diſh, 


Still every ſervant chiding. 


But when to bed I go at night, 
' I farely fall a weeping, 
For then I loſe my great delight, 
How can I ſcold when fleeping? 
But this my pain doth nitigate, 
Anddoun diſpeiſes ſorrow, 
Altho' to night it be too late, 
Fl] pay it off to-morrow. 
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s o N G io. 
-.FOOLS ALL. 
Tune—Tantararara maſks all. 


INCE folly keeps up its force far and near, 

A few fooliſh lines on the ſubject pray hear; 

A ſubje& extenſive, for, ſearch the globe round, 
You'll find not a {pot but where fools do abound. 


Sing tantararara fool; all, feels all. 
Sing tantararara fools all. 


Dame Eve was firſt fooPd by old Nick, and then madam 
A fool made, you know, of your forefather, Adam; 
Hence, both being tools, no diſpute it can need, 
To prove that from fools any fools could proceed. 

Sing lantararara, &c. 


He who was called wiſe, whom queen Bathſheba bore 
When he had men, women, and things, ſtudied o'er, 
By concubines ſool'd more than can well be uttered, 

* All's nought bat mete vanity,” then the fool ſputter'd. 
| Sing tantararara, Cc. 


And Socrates, who was declar*d by Apollo, 
In w:{dom to hear ail his countrymen hollow; 
W::cn told it, the hen-pict'd old ſage did reply. 
I know I'm a feet, there my wiftom does lie, 
Sing tantarurara, fc, 


The traders, that fools of their cuſtomers make, 

Wao thruugh their fair words bad commoditics take; 

M nen in the Gazette with a © whereas” diiplayed,. 

In turn, find that fools of themſclves they bave made. 


5 Sing taxntararura, tc. 
2 
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The methodiſt, with. his lank hair, and pinch'd jaws, 
Makes fools of the mob which about kim he draws, 
Wo cry, for our {akes how he wears out himſelf, 
Till too late they ſind how they're drain'd of their pelt. 


. | Sing tantararara, &c, 


The coquettiſh.jilt, with her fine airs and praces, 
Makes tools of her danglers to all the gay places 
But, when wrinkles come, on a ſhelf the fool's laid, 
RejeRed by more focls than thoſe whom ſhe made. 
Sing tantararara, ©: 


This precept's aſſented to by every voice. 
Whore'er is diſpoſed to make wiidom his choice, 
Maſt firſt ſez his folly, from which you'll agree 
In all of us fully inkerent malt be. | 
| Sing tantararara, Cc. 


And now to ſhew how complaiſant I can be, 

L thank you for liſtening thus kindly to me, 

Tho' ſome would facls deem you for liſtening ſo long, 
Jo h:ar a fool fiog iuch a dull fooliſh ſong. 


Sing tantararara fools ell, Ferls all, 
Sing tantararara fools all. 
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To MARIA. 
He who for intereſt loves, fſearce loves at all!) 


HY, fweet Maria, why ſo coy, 

| When e'er my ſuit I move? 

Why do you check the promis'd joy, 
Of wnaffeRzd love? 


£009: 3 


Eonſider that true- love is more 
Than all the world beſide ; 

No galley, from the golden ſhore, 
E'er ſwelPd fo rich a tide. 


Can empty fribles be your care, 
Or riches all your aim ? 

Shall conftancy not claim a ſhare ? 
But bear ſeduction's name. 


Contentment is the balm of health: 
Not “ all the joys of ſenſe” 
Nor miſer, from his hoarded wealth 
Can bring ſuch competence. 


All fly, as clouds before the blaſt, 
Or night the riſing day: 
True-love maintains it to the laſt, . 


Unconſcious of decay. 3 
W. BELT, 


s O NG 102. 
THz SAILOR'S RELIEF. 


Tune—Come lifter to my Ditty. 


OW ſafe moor'd, with bowl before us, 
Meſſmates heave a hand with me, 
Lend a brother ſailor chorus, | 
While he fings our lives at ſea : 
O'er the wide wave- ſwelling ocean, 
Tols'd aloft, or tumbled low, 
Ar to fear, *tis all a notion, 
When our time's come, we muſt go. 
Is 
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Tune Ly is a cheguered. 


Hark! the boatſwain hoarſely bawling, 
By top · ſail ſheets and haul- yards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants, down be hauling, 
Down your ftay-ſails, hand boys, hand ; 
Now ſet the braces, 
Don't make wry faces, 
But the lee top-fail ſheets let go, 
Starboard here, 
Larboard there, 48 
Turn your quid, 
Take a ſwear, 
Yo! yo! yo! 


Firft Tune again. 

Oh, ye landſmen, idly lying 

All along-fide beauty's charms, 
" Safe in ſoft beds, ſeas defying, 

Free from all but love's alarms. _ 
While on billows, billows rolling, 

Death appears in every form, 
On no ladies laps we're lolling, 

No kind kiſs can calm the ſtorm. 


But loud pca!s, on peals are claſhing, 
Through rift rocks, the ſhrill winds ftricks ;, | 
In our eyes fierce light'ning flaſhing, 
Scorch the fails, and ſtench the decks. 
Burſting clouds upon us pouring, 
Black o'erſpread the face of day, 
Durying ſeas in whirlpools roaring, 
Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 
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High, the toſſing tempeſt heaves us, 


Towards the pole aloft we go, 
While the clouds ſeem to receive us, 
Dreadſal yawns the gulph below. 


In that dark deep, down, down, down, doww 
Down we ſink from ſight of ſky, 

By the ſwell as inſtant up thrown, 
Hark! what means yon diſmal cry! 


The foremaſt's gone, yells ſome fad tongue out 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bove deck — 

A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 

Quick the lannyards cut in pieces, 


Come my hearts, be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſeg— 


Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worſe and worſe, the wild winds tearing, 
Warring waves around us foam, 

For the worſt, while we're preparing, 
Nature ſhrinks, and ſighs for home. 

There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying, 
In their little liſping ſtrain, 

As round mother's knees they're playing, 
Daddy ſoon will come again. 


Tune—£arly oe morn a jdlly youn? Tar. 


It we muſt die, why die we muſt, h 
'Tis a birth in which all muſt belay mun. 
When our debt's due, for death won't truſt. 

Then all hands be ready to pay mun. 


As to life's ſtriking it's flag, never fear, 
Our cruize is out, that's all my brother, 
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In this world we've luff'd it up, thus, and nd near, 


So let's ſhip ourſelves off for another. 


4 Firſt Tune again. 


Overboard the guns be throwing, 
To the pumps come ev'ry hand, 
See her mizen maſt is going, 
On the lee beam lies the land. 
Riſing rocks appear before us, 
Hopeleſs, yet for help we call, 
Ev'ry ſea breaks fatal o'er us, 
To the ſtorm's fell power we fall 


Now diſmay, with aſpect brich 
Swells each ſleepleſs eye with tears; 
And deſpair, with briſtly forehead, - 
On each bloodlefs face appears. 
Sadly we view the ruthleſs wave !— — 
O' erwhelming ſeas roll mountain high; 
The ſwell comes on, our watery grave. 
Hark, what means yon happy cry! 


The leak we've found, it cannot pour faſt,” 
We've lightened ber a foot or more; 3 
Up and rig a jury fore- maſt, 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear of ſhore, 
Now, my hearts, we're ſafe from ſinking, 
We'll again lead failor's lives; 
Come, the cann boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts, and our wives, 


+ 
* 
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Sung at V. auxhall. 


OU ſay ſhe's fair; "tis no ſuch matter, 
"Tis not her glaſs, but you that flattcr; 

And few that beauty e'er can ſpy, 

Waich ſtrikes the partial lover's eye, 


Phœbe, my council pray approve ; 
Thank heav'n for a good man's love: 
All markets will not pay your price, 
do ſtrike the bargain in a trice. 


S ON OG 104 
Tus HAPPY VIRGIN. 


OW happy a ſtate does the virgin poſſoſs, 
Whoſe innocent bofom no troubles diſtreſs! 

She's ever briſk, airy, good kumour'd, and gay, 
No cares to moleſt her by night or by day, 
No huſband controls her, or croſſes her will, 
But o'er all her actions ſhe miſtreſs is ſtill; 
In freedom and pleature ſhe paſſes her life; 
If ſo happy a virgin, who would be a wife? 


No bantlings to teaze her, or break her night's ref, 
With peace and content all her moments ate bleſt, 
She ſleeps till *tis time in the morning to riſe, 

And ev'ry new day ſome new pleaſure ſapphes 
Srround:d abroad by a croud of fmart beuus 

Who 31e proud to attend her wherever ſhe goes; 
About her they ſwarm like the bees to their hives 3 

It fo happy when virgins, then who would be wives. 


| 
| 
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Let the wife boaſt of conjugal bliſs if ſhe pleaſe, 


Buuzir at the expence ot her treedom and ceaſe ; 
Conün'd by her cares, {till at home ſhe muſt ſtay, 
Whilſt abroad we can range to park, bal, and play, 
Thro' a nfaze of ſoft pleaſure our actions we ſteer, 
And when we return, we've nv huſbands to fear, 
To teaze us, and vex us, and tire out our lives; 

It ſo happy when- urg ns, then who would be wives. 


x 


s oN O 10g. 


* 


MODERN COURTSHIP. 


N Chloe's eye no Cupids ſport, 
Nor do the graces hold reſort 
In any portion of her frame — 
Then what excites my am'rous flame ?? 


Thus ſpake my friend the other day, 
As o'er the field we chanc'd to ſtray; 


. Unaknowing, he her vai! c{tate, 


Aud other arguments of weight. 


His queſtion, then, | wonu'd not heed 
But, as we travers'd every mead, 
And view'd the garden's gay parterre 
« Ate not,” quoth I, 4 theſe proſpects fair?” 
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« 'Tis true they are, indeed,” he cry'd ; 
« And he is ſurely deify'd, 
In the poſſeſhon of his lot, 


Who's bliſs it is to hold this ſpot.” 


« Oh! oh!” quoth I, « I plainly ſee,” 
We ſhall no longer diſagree, — 

For, if no charms my fair commands, 
They're all concenter'd in her lands. 


And tho? the lily, or the roſe, 
In either cheek do not diſcloſe ; 
The tints of beauty's gayeſt years, 


Their proſpect in the garden cheers. 


This you'll allow ;—and to theſe charms, 
My daily adoration warms : 


Or theſe my beſt regards I pour 
And, merely ſeek what they'll inſure.— 


Perfection mortals can't attain : 
Therefore, to ſearch for it were vain; 
In ev'ry ſtate *tis underſtood, 
« We take the evil with the good.“ 


October 7, 1588. 


S8 ON G 166. 


E T ladies of faſhion love jaunting, 
And follow the hunters ton, ton; 
All the day I could fit at home chaunting 
With wy Ceareſt Fre Eaſy John « 
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ho' others may ſigh for a maſon, ' 
To plays or to maſquerades run, 
Still my beſt affe&ions I place on 
My good Free and Eaſy Sir John, 
Free and Eaſy, 


Free and Eaſy. 
Still my beſt affections 1 Niles on 


My good Free and Eaſy Sir John. 


At Renclaugh,—balls, —diſſipation 

May paſs the gay hours along: 
From danger my beſt preſervation 

I find in my Free Eaſy John! 
Who'd marry a lord or a *ſquire, 

For a month to be gazed upon, 
And then, perhaps, ne er more come high het ? 
Not I :—give me Free Eaſy John. 
Free and Eaſy, c. 


No ſep'rate maintenance he offers, 
No quarrels about the bon ton, 
But gives me the keys of his coſſers; 
I therefore prefer Za John. 
Thus bleſt with my John s approbation, 
How ſweetly my time glides along; 
No envy, no pride, nor vexation, 
Diſturb me and my Zafy Fehr. 
Free end Eaſy, Oc. 
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'M a blade both free and eaſy, + 
Not a vulgar country clown; 

I will do my beſt to pleaſe ye, 
And my name is—£afy John. 


] 


Let the world go how it will, 
I am Free and Eaſy ſtill; 
Free and Eaſy, 
Free and Eaſy, 
Let the world go how it will, 
I am Free and Eaſy ſtill. 


Ladies, view my perſon over; 
If my leſſon right I con, 
Search Newcaſtle, London, Dover, 
You'll not find an egſer John. 
Let the world, &c. 


Now a lady I could fancy, 
Aye,—but could ſhe fancy me ; 
I would marry lovely Nancy, 
She's ſo eaſy and ſo free, 
Let the world, Oc. 


Gentlemen, a Brother greets you, 
Happy may you ever bez 
And whene'er a Brother meets you, 
May you eaſy be and free. 
Let the world, &c. 
M 
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Worthy friends this bleſt occaſion 
Fills my panting heart with glee! 
To poſſeſs your approbation 


Makes me eaſy, Babys, free, 
Let the war.'d, Oc. 
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ZROTHER Johu.— Brother John — Brother 
John, — Dear John! 
How happy to fee you am I—am I., —am I! 
How happy to ſee ou am! 
For ſuch joy, ſuch deliglit 
Doth our boſoms unite, 
That in rapture we cry, 
Tus we'll live, you and J, 
In frieadthip and love till we die, 
For ſuch joy, Er. 


So eaſy, ſo free, and ſo happy are we, 
A ſtranger to vice is each one, —each one, —each 
one ! 
A Aranger to vice is each one! 
Deeds of virtue the prize, 
Scorning ſcandal and lies; 
To afſilt the diſtreſs'd, 
Be by good men careſs'd, 
Js all the delight of a John. 
Deeds of virtue, Oc. 


ck 
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Our laws are ſo good, were they once underſtood, 
By mortals of ev'ry degree, —degree,—degree ! 
By mortals of ev'ry degree! © 
They would figh for the charm 
Which our boſoms doth warm; 
They would zealous contend 
To become a John's friend, 
And wiſh to be eaſy and free. 
They would, Cc. 
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BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW. 


09 high, blow low, let tempeſts tear the main- 
maft by the board, 


My heart, with thoughts of thee, my dear, and lere 
well ſtor'd, 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
{he roaring winds, the raging ſa 
la hopes to be once more, 88 8 
Sate moor'd with thee. 
Blow high, &c, 


Alot while mountain's high we go, 
The whittling winds that ſeuds along; 
Ard the farge roaring from beicw, 
Sizali my ſignal be to think on thee, 
And this ſhail be my ſong. 
Biow high, &c. ' 
M 2 
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And on that night when all the crew, 
The memory of their former lives, 
O' er flowing cans of flip renew, \.,  » 
And drink to their ſweet hearts and wives, 
Fil heave a ſigh and think on thee, 
And as the ſhip rolls thro? the ſeas 
The burthen of my ſong ſhall, be. 
Blow high, &c. 
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JN gaudy courts, with aching hearts, 
"The great at fortune rail; . 
The hills may higher hondurs claim, 
Bur Peace is in the vale. 


— For - 
— 1 Q PIES” ot —˙ » - -— CEP — 


Sce high born dames, in rooms of ſtate, 

Wich midnight revels pale; 

No youth admires their fading charms, 
For Beauty's in the vale. 


Amid the ſhades, the virgin ſighs 
Add fregrance to the gale : 

So they that will, may take che hill, 
Since Love is in the vale, 


— 1 — 
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1 ͤ 


L ST Martinmas gone a year, 
Odds wucks ! how pleas'd was I! 


When hiring-day was come, 
And flails were all flung by; 


i 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
[ | 
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Our hearts and heals were light; 
We danc'd till we were mad, 
With every lad his laſs, 
And every laſs her lad. 


Ay, you'd laugh to ſee, 

How bravely caper'd we; 
'Twas neither heck! nor ge! 
Tree idle, dumpry dee, 


And a whoop, lads ! hey for Cumberland, ho! Laddlety 
tow row, 


re taddlety dum de daddlety di! 


u never forget zhe time 
[ went to Roſlay fair: 
With a pair of new ſoal'd pumps, 
To dance when I got there; 
How I, o' th? old grey nag, 
Was mounted like a king; 
And Dick ran on before, 
With Hawkie in a ftring. 


Then ſoon as I'd ſell'd my cow, 
And danc'd my pumps clean thro”, 
And drank till I was fou, 
Wi' “ neighbour how d'ye do?“ 
„ Pfe gailey—how are you!“ 
Ecod it was whoop, lads ! hey for Cumberland, ho! 
Laddiety tow row, 
Te taddlety dum de daddlety di! 
M 3 
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HE OI HEA! HEO!. 


\ N HEN firſt we hear the boatſwain bray, 
With voice like thunder roaring, 
All hands, my boys, get under way, 
Hark ! the ſignal's for unmooring; 
To ſave the joyous breeze, 
Our handſpikes then we ſeize, 
In hopes to meet the foe—Q—O ! 
Our capſtan here, 
Our windlaſs there; 
We man to the tune of heo, hea, heo! 


Caſt looſe your top-ſails, next he cries, 
Top-gal nt-fails too, and courſes ; 
Clue-line and geers let go, my boys, 
Haul home your ſheets like horſes ! 
Your mizzen looſe—be glib, 
Fore- ſtay - ſail tco and gib; 
Your down-hauls, boys, let go—Q—O! 
We ftraight comply, | 
All eager fly, 
And obey to the tune of heo, hea, heo! 


The ar chor's up, ho! next they call, 
Axaſt, boys, vaſt your heaving! 
The cat-and-fiſh we overhaul, 
Our handſpikes nimbly leaving : 
And if a proſp'rous gale, 
We croud on ev'ry ſail, 
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While our ſheets they ſweetly flow—O—O ! 
Along we ſwim, 
Our braces trim ; 

And all to the tune of heo, hea, Pp 


Then lovely Moll, and Sue, and Beck, 
Their eyes with grief o'er flowing ; 
With heavy hearts come upon deek, 
The rude winds on them blowing: 
One fhort embrace we take, 
Which makes our hearts to ake, 
A while we join in wee - O—0 
Nor, to our grief, 
Obtain relief, 
Till chear'd with the tune of heo, hea, heo! 
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HONOUR 


Ob reckoning we've paid, here's to all box repar, 
The decks we have cleared, and 'tis time we 
ſhould go, 


A coach did you ſay ? no I'm ſober and ftrong, 
Waiter! call me a nk boy, he'll light me along. 


Obſequious the dog with his dripping torch bows, 


Your honour, poor Fack, ſir, your honour, Fack knows. 
For the ſake of the pence thus he'll honour me on, 


Gold-duft ſtrows the race-ground where all honour*s won. 


Hold your light up! what half naked objects here lye, 
Thus huddled in heaps ; Good your honour, they cry; 
To poor creatures, your honour, ſome charity ſpare 3 
Homur's phraſe is neceſſity s commen-place prayer. 
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Yaung periſhing out ca fi tus nightly are found, 
No pariſhes care, they're too poor to be own'd. 


For he, in theſe times, would be policy's ſcorn, 
Whoſe diſtreſs would aſſiſt and expect no return. 


With courtier-like bowing the ſhoe-cleaners call, 
And offer their bruſh, ftool, and ſhining black ball; 
Fapanning, yorr honour, theſe colouriſts plan, 
And, really, ſome honours may want a japan. 


To varniſh the taſte is, —as caſes from duſt, 

Each picture now glares with a tranſparent cruſt ; 
Nay, ſome ladies faces are coloured like blinds, 
While men uſe japanning, which maſquerades minds, 


Of honour, of freedom, yet England can boaſt, 
And honour and freedom”s an Engliſhman's toaſt ; 
May infamy ever deſerters attend, 

But honour crown thoſe who our Honours defend. 
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PHELIM'S RESOLUTION. 


8 Phelim in Ireland no longer JI ſtay, | 
I've got ſo much money my debts I can't pay, 
Iwill go to England and paſs for a Lord, 
A bag wig by my fide, on my head a long ſword. 
Sing Ballinamone era, an Engliſh lady for me. 


— — 
* — m 


As ] travel along how the people will ſtare, 
At my coach and ſix horſes drawn by an old mare, 
I wont ſleep on the road, nor make no delays, 
But leſt I be weary, I'll go in ten days. | 
Sing Ballinamone ora, Cc. 
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And when I arrive ſafe at London by ſea, 
I'll lodge at St James's, or elſe at bear key; 
Il fence at aſſemblies, play cards at a ball, 


And court ſome rich heireſs worth nothing at all. 
Sing Ballinamone ora, Cc. 


Fach 45 I will walk al aroand croſs the Park, | 

Exch moon ſhiney night, about noon when tis dark, 

wich my coat laced over, the beaus to alarm, | 

And my hat in =y hand to keep my wig warm. | 
Sing Ballinamone ora, De. 


ach night at the play in a box I will ſhine, 
Ard tell ſome rich widow ſhe is more divine 
Than Pluto, or Vulcan, or the goddeſs.of May, 
And with my fine ſpeeches her heart I'll betray. 
Sing Ballinamone ora, Ce. 


PII drink her good health when I dine every morn, 
And give her a fine ſilver cup made of horn; 
Pl! make verſes on her in proſe and in rhyme, 


Ard ſend her two letters by the poſt at one time. 
Sing Ballinamone ora, Cc. 


Fach night at her toilet when ſhe riſes from bed, 
When ſhe combs her hands and waſhes her head, 
With my eyes very modeſt, I'll ſtare in her face, 
And tell her for love that my guts burn and blaze. 


Sing Ballinamone ora, Oc. 


I'll perſuade her to wed in a day or two more, 

Next moraing betimes, at noon about four, 

To church I will carry my beautiful brides 

On a pillion before me, cloſe by my lett ide. 

Sing Ballinamone ora, Oc. 
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| 
| . 
| And when we are married the drums they ſhall ritg, 
| The bells they thalk beat, and the fadler thall fing, 
| To Dublin Vil carry my charmer ſtraightway, 
| In the winter when they arc a making of hay. 
Sing Balinamone e, 2 


| My Aunt Mac Mahon PII invite to the feat, 
0 Where potatoes and mutton for ſauce ſhall ve dreſt, 
| Arrack punch wade of whilky, in bumpers ſhall flow, 
( And all my relations {hall come to the thow. ' | 
i Sing Ballinamene ora, t. 


1 | V 
NUNC EST BIDENDUM. 
Tune Maggy Lauder. 


N OW we're free from College Rules, 
From Common- place bock reaſou 
From u ifling fyllogiitic ichools, 
And ſyttcms out of ſcaſon: 
Never more we'll have defin'd, 


It matter thinks, or thinks not, 1 
Alb che matter we ipail nind, r 
Is—he who drinks—or drinks not. b 

"4 
Tho? we by metaphyſics trace, =_ 5 
f The mind, or foul abftracted; 
[ And prove infinity ot ſpace, S $37 
| By cauſe on caule eſtfected: 
| Let better ſouls we can't become | Wi 
By immaterial thinking z | | 
And as o ſpace, we want no room, | Af 


But room enough to drink in. 
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Plenum —vacuum—minus—plus, 
Are learred words and rare to0,— 


Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 
And thoſe who pleaſe may hear to0,— 
A plerum in our wine we ſhew, 
With plus, and plus behind, fir, 
And when our caſh 1s minus, low, 
& vacuum ſoon we find, fir. 


Copernicus, that learned ſage, 

Dane Tycho*s error proving, 

Declares in I can't tell what page 
The earth round Sol is moving. 

But which goes round, what's that to us? 
Each is, perhaps, a motion; 

With earth, and ſun, we make no fuſs, 
But mind the bottle's motion. 


Great Caliles ill was us'd, 
By ſuperſtition's fury? 
Antipodeans were abus'd 
By ignoramus jury; 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteft, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcuryy ; 
For when we're drunk, probatum eit, 
We're tumbling topſy turvy. 


\ WH Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 
And diff rent colours knev, fir 
Don't let us diſturb our heads. — 
We will but ſtudy too, ſir; 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
Reflection and refraction ; 
«WW A fter him we name dur toaſt, 
Abe centre of attraction.” - 
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On that Theſis we'll declaim, 
With /ratum, ſuper fratum; 
There's mighty magic in the name, 
'Tis Nature's Poſtulatum. 

Wine, in nature next to love; 
Then wiſely let us blend' em 

Firſt though, phyſically prove, 
Nunc, nunc et bidendusr. 
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TuT CHIMNEY SWEEPER. 
Sung by Mr ATKINS. 


JN various ſhapes I've oft been known 
To pleaſe the ear and eyes, 


Nor I the only one in town, 
That wears this black diſguiſe. 


Sweep, ſweep, ſweep, ſweep. 


In ſpite of mocks, and flouts, or fleers, 
A truth I muſt impart, 
No chimney half fo foul appears, 
As doth the human heart. 
Sweep, ſweep, fweep ſoot ho! 


The learned lawyers could J win, 
To give their briefs to me, 
From foul demur, and many a fin, 
My bruſh ſhould ſet them free. : 
- Sqwweep, Ec 
Obſerre the doctors as they roll, 
And ſcrape from all degrees; 
Much ſweeping wants each ſooty ſon), 
All clogg'd with filthy fees. a 
Sweep, Ce, 


L181. 


so proud and trim yon prieſt behold, 
That vicious.rev'rend beau; 

There's no ſuch thing as cleanſing, 
The devil and I do know. 


Sauee 77 Df Co 


The ſtateſman with that brow ſevere, 
Had been as well forgot, 
His conſcience is as ermine clear, 
And therefore needs me not. 
: Sweep, Oc. 


g 
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IL. AND LADY CASEY. 
Sung by Mrs KENNEDY, in Fontainbleats 
1H E Brieith Lion is my ſign | 


A roaring trade I drive on 
Right Engliſh uſage—neat French wine, 
A landlady may thrive on. 
At table d'hote, to eat and drink, 
Let French and Engliſh mingle, 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſfes gingle; 
Your rhino rattle, come, 
Men and cattle come, 


All to Mrs Caſey, 


Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey, 
I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


N 
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When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 
Let *ſquire, or beau, or belle come, 
Let captains kiſs me if they dare, 
*Tis Sir, you're kindly welcome ! 
On Shuffle, Cog, and Slip, I wink, 
Let rooks and pidgeons mingle, 
And if to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes gingle, 
Rhino rattle, come, &c. 


Let love fly here on ſilken wings, 
His tricks I ſtill connive at; 
The lover who would jay ſoft things, 
Shall have a room in private. 
Oa pleaſure I am pleas'd to wink, 
So lips in kiſſes mingle, 
For while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith let the glaſſes gingle, 
Your rhino rattle, come, 
Men and cattle, come, 
All to Mrs Caſey ; 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey, 
L warrant I'll make you caſy. 
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ARA BELLA, Ox THE SISTERS. 

OUNG Arrabella, mamma's care, 
And ripe to be a bride, 

Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 
But beauty mix'd with pride; 

Had charms a monarch might enſnare, 


Beauty mix'd with price. 
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But {till to blaſt happineſs, 
Her pride each lover cool'd, 
The number of her ſlaves was leſs, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd, 
And leſs the tyrant rul'd. 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho? not bleſs'd 
With beauty's potent ſpell, 

The virtues of the mind poſſeſſ'd, 
And bore away the bell. 


Kaights, earls, and dukes, like ſummer flies, 
Around the maidea flew; 


They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, 
As men are apt to do. 


Poor Arrabella, vext to find, 
Her ſiſter made a wife; 
Pretends to rail at all mankind, 

And praiſe a ſingle life. 


Fond Celadon addreſt the fair, 
Reſolv'd no time to loſe, 

A youth with ſuch a ſhape and air, 
Wuat female cou'd retule. 


Like all the reſt he own'd his flame, 
His artleſs flame alone, 

The bluihing maid confeſt the ſame, 
The prieſt foon made them one. 


N 2 


C199 I] 


Ye virgins Charlotte's plan purſue, - 

Shun Arraballa's fate; 
| Accept the man that's worthy you, 
Before it is too late. 
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EVERY ONE? . LIKING. 


'3 494-1 5 
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Sung by Mr Fe at Fauxtalle 


W HEN Kind friends etpect a ſhows 
; Something new and ſtrikiog: 


Surely he can ne er he wrong, 


Who gives to each his W. | 


Patriots like to get a place, _ 
The courtiers theirs to kp; 
Country * quires to drink and chaſe, 


And cits to eat and leep. X 


Parſons like a Biſhopric, 
Gamblers like to bubble; 

Doctors like to ſee friends fick, 
Lawyers theirs in trouble, 


Soldiers like both peace and pay, 

When fightiag is no more; 
Sailors like a road to ſtray, 

For gold to wach aſhore. 
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Ruddy bullies like to bluſter, 
Pale beaux to ſeem. polite ; 
Train-band Captains like a muſter, 
But neither like to fight. LEY 65 


Ladies like a thouſand things, 

But yet it were not well; '# 
He who for his pleaſure ſings, 

Should all their likings tell. 
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I Met in our village a ſwain t'other day, 

He ſtopt me, and begg'd me a moment to ſtay ; 
Then bluſh'd, and in language I ne*er heard before, 
Ke talk'd much of love, and ſome pains that he bore; 
Bat what was his meaning 1 know not, I vow : | 
Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Zach morning the jeſſamine, vi'let and roſe, 

He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that grows 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the reſt, 
And begs me to wear theſe fine things in my breaſt ;. 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow; 

Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever I ſee, 

Proteſtiag he never loy'd any but me; 

He gazes with tranſport and kiffes me too; 

And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: wo 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. .; 
N 3 
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I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 

And hear him, poor youth, breathe a thouſand of ſigks 

He tells me no nymph in the world is like me, 1 
No ſhepherd alive fo unhappy as he; | 

But what is his meaning I know not, I vow ; 

Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


Why does the dear ſhepherd to me thus complain, 
And ſay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain; 
Indeed ever ſince his fad fate Edeplore, _ 

And I with 1 knew how he might ſuffer no more, 

I'll do all I can to reheve him I yow, 

It he will be fo kind, as to teach me but how. 


On Tus MARRIAGE ACT. 


ba E fool that is wealthy is fure cf a bride; 
For riches like ſig - leaves, their nakedneſs hide 


The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a bachelor's bed without miſtreſs or wife. 


Jn good days of yore they ne'er treubled their heads, 
In ſettling cf jointures or making of deeds, 

But Adam and Eve when they firſt enter'd courſe, 
E'en took one and other, for better for worſe. 


Then pr'ythce, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 
Let love be the jointure; ne' er mind an eſtate; 

You can never be poor, having all thoſe dear charms, 
And I ſha.l be rich, when I've you in my arms. 
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DAMON AND Pitt s 


OME tell me, 3 Phillis, come tell me, I pray, 
Muſt Damon e'er hope for your love? 
- Maſt Damon, Oc. 
The trath of my paſſion my ſighs do betray ; 
Will nothing your coldneſs remove ? 


Ah! call to your mind the last Sunday in May, 
When The his paſſion preferr'd; 

You feem'd all attention to what he did fay, 
With pleaſure his ſonnet you heard. 


O let not dire jealouſy torture-your breaſt, 
Said Phillis, and feigned a ſmile; . 


A prudent reſerve I hare ever held beſt, 
Since men are ſo prone to beguile. 


Now let not that odigm extend to us all, 
Which only belongs to a few; 

True love pleads my ſuit, pray attend to the call, 
I ne'er can prove taithleſs to you. 
I ne'er can prove faichleſs to you. 


s O N O 123. 
YOUNG JAMIE. 
WHERE new-mown hay, on winding Tay, 
Ihe ſweets of ſpring diſcloſes, 


As1on2 morning ſinging lay, 8 
Upon a bank of roſes, 55 0 
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I oft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 
And hear him, poor youth, breathe a thouſand of ſighs 
He tells me no nywph in the world is like me, | 
No, ſhepherd alive fo unhappy as hez — 

But what is his meaning I know not, I vow ; 

Yer, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


Why does the dear ſhepherd. to me thus complain, 
And ſay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain; 
Indeed ever ſince his ſad fate Edeplore, 

And I with 1 knew how he might ſuffer no more, 
I'll do all I can to reheve him I vow, 

Ik he will be fo kind, as to teach me but how. 
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On THE MARRIAGE ACT. 


HE fool that is wealthy is ſure cf a bride; 
For riches like ſig- leaves, their nakedneſs hide 


The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a bachelor's bed without miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they ne'er treubled their heads, 
In ſettling cf jointures or making of deeds, 

But Adam and Eve when they firſt enter'd courſe, 
E'en took one and other, for better for worſe. 


Then pr'ythce, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 
Let love be the jointure ; pe'er mind an eſtate; 
You can never be poor, having all thoſe dear charms, 
And I ſha'l be rich, when I've you in b wy arms. 
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DAMON any PHIELIS.. 


C OME tell me, dear Phiilis, come tell me, I pray, 
Muſt Damon e' er hope for your love? 
. Muſt Damon, Sc. 
The truth of my paſſion my ſighs do betray ; 
Will nothing your coldneſs remove? 


Ah! call to your mind the laſt Sunday in May, 
When Thus his paſſion preferr' d); 

You ſeem'd all attention to what he did ſay, 
With pleaſure his ſonnet you heard. 


O let not dire jealouſy torture your breaft, 
Said Phillis, and feigned a ſmile; 

A prudent reſerve I have ever held beſt, 
Since men are ſo prone to beguile. 


Now let not that odiym extend to us all, 
Which only belongs to a few; 

True love pleads my ſait, pray attend to the call, 
I ne'er can prove taithleſs to you, 
I ne'er can prove faithleſs to you. 
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YOUNG JAMIE. 
HERE new-mown hay, on winding Tay, 
The ſweets of ſpring diſcloſes, 


As Lone morning ſinging lay, BG 
Upon a bank of roſes, | N 
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Young Jamie, f&ipping o'er the mead, 
By good luck chane'd to ſpy me; 

He took his bonnet off his head «iv 
And gently ſay down by me. | 


O my boany Jamie, O! 
T care not though the world ſhould know | 
How dearly I love My . O 


The ſwain though IT right meikle Pi i2e, 
Yet now I wadna ken him, 
But with a frown my heart diſguiſe, _. 
And ſtrave awa” ta ſend him; 49-4 
But fondly he {ill nearer preis'd, 
And at my feet down lying; 
His beating heart it thump'd ſo faſt, 
I thought the lad was dying. 
O my bonny Jamie, &. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
And angry accents feigning, 

I often roughly ſhot him by, 
With words fon of diſdaining ; 

He ſeiz'd my hand and nearer drew, 
And gently chiding on my pride; 
So ſweetly did the ſhepherd vow, 

I bluſhing vow'd to be his bride. 
O my bonsy Jamie, &c. ö 
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JO K E T. 
M* laddie is gane far awa' o'er the plain, 
While in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain; 
Tho? blue bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 
Tho? trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the thorn, 
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No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 
There's nothing can pleaſe now, my Jockey's away» 
Forlorn I fit ſighing, and this is my ſtrain, 

Haſte, haſte my dear Jockey to me back again. 


When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance, and they ſing, they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, ; 
I can't without envy their merriment fee x £554 
Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd's not there, 
No pleaſures I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; | 
It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain; 
| wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 
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But hope ſhall ſuſtaĩn me, nor will J deſpair, 
He promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here; 
On fond expeRation my wiſhes I'lI feaſt, 
For love, my dear Jockey, to Jenny will haſte; 
Then, farewell, each care, and adieu, each vain ſigh, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt or ſo happy as I; 
Vil fizg on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
Ven Jockey returns to my arms back again. 


-- 


SONG 125. 


Tus INSULTED SAILOR. 


A wrote by G. A. STEVENS, 


* HEN the money was ſpent I had gain'd ia the 
wars, : 


ind the world *gan to frown on my fate; 
hat matter'd my zeal, or my honoured ſcars, 
den indifference Rood at each gate? 


| 
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The face that would ſmile when my purſe was well in 
Shew'd a different aſpect to me; | 
And when I could nought but ingratitude ind, 

I by'd me again td W n . 


T thoughtit unwiſe to repive at my lot, 
Or to bear with cold looks on the ſhore; 
So I pack'd up the tritiog remnants I'd got, 
Anda rrifle, alas! was my tore. | 


A handkerchief held all the 5 1 0 
On a ſtick o'er-my. ſhoulder I tire; | 


Away I then trudg'd, with a heart rather Gd. 
To join with ſome ſhips jovial crew. 


The ſea was leſs troubl'd by far, than my mind, 
And when the wide main I ſurveyed, __ 
I could not help thinking the world was [1k 
And fortune a ſlippery jade. 


And I vowed if once more I could take her in tou, 
I would let thoſe ungratefu] ones ſee, 
That the turbulent winds and the billows could wer 
More kindneſs than they had for me. 


SONG 126, 


The Tozacco Box; or the Soldier's PLEDGE of Loft, 
A Muſical Dialogue. _ 
Ar ſung by Mr TYLER and Mrs HAMILTON, at itt 
Theatre zu North- Shields. 

T H O M A 8. 
HO” the fate of battle on to- morrow wait, 
Let's not looſe our prattle now, my charmit ſ 

Kate; | 


[ 
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ill the hour of glory, love ſhall now take place, 
or damp the joys before us with a future caſe. 


K A T E. 


Oh, my Thomas! ſtill be conſtant, ſtill be true; 
ze but to your Kate, as Kate is ſtill to you, 

lory will attend you, ſtill will make us bleſt— 
df my firmeſt love, my dear, you're till poſſeſt. 


THOMAS. 


No new beauties taſted, I'm their arts of above; 
hree campaigns are waſted, but not ſo my love; 
\nxious {till about thee, thou art all I prize; 

Never, Kate, without thee, will I cloſe cheſe eyes. 


K A T E. 


Conſtant to my Thomas I will ſtill remain, 

or think that I will leave thee, love, the whole cam- 
paign; 

But I'll cheriſh thee, and ſtrive to make the bold 

Hay'ſt thou ſhare the victory, may'ſt to ſhare the gold. 


THOMAS. 


If by ſome bold action I the halbert bear, 
hink what ſatis faction when my rank you ſhare; 


Dreis'd like any lady fair, from top to toe, 


"Wine lace caps and ruffles then will be your due. 


k AT . 


If a ſerjeant's lady 1 ſhould chance to prove, 
inen (hall be ready always for my love; 
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One kiſs more, and then give thee up to fate. 
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Never more ſhall Kate the captain's laundreſs be- 
I'm too pretty, Thomas- love, for all but thee. 


T HOM A8. 


Here, Kate, take my bacco box, —a ſoldier's all; 
If by Frenchmen's blows your Tom is doom'd to fall, 
When my life is ended, thou may'ſt boaſt and prove, 


Thou'dſt my firſt, my laſt, my only * of lore. 


K A T E. 


Here, take back thy *bacco-box, thou'rt all to me, 
Nor doubt but I'll be near thee, thy fate to ſee; 
In the hour of danger always let me ſhare— 
I'll be kept no ſtranger to my ſoldier's fare. 


THOM AS, 


Check that riſing ſigb, Kate, ſtop that falling tear— 
Come my pretty comrade, entertain no fear; 
May kind Heaven — thee, hark! ns drums com- 

mand; | 
Honour, I attend 8 I kiſs your hand. 


K A T E. 


T cannot ſtop thoſe tears, tho*-crying I diſdain; 
But muſt own, 'tis trying hard the point to gain: 
May good Heaven defend thee, conqueſt on the wait; | 


Fact 


+, * 
<a 
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Tus CANN or G ROG. 


W939! up the ſhrouds the ſailor goes, 
And ventures on the yard, 

The landſman who no better knows, 
Believes his lot his bard; 

Bold Jack, with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Weighs anchor, heaves the log, 


Trims all the fails, belays the ſheets, 
And drinks his cann of grog. 


If to engage they gave the word, 

To quarters he' II repair, 

Now ſinking in the diſmal flood, 

Now quiv'ring in the air 

Bold Jack, with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Weighs anchor, heaves the log, 

Trims all the tails, belays the ſheets, 

And drinks his can of grog. 


When waves *gainſt rocks and quickſands roar, 
You ne'er hear him repine, 
Tno' he's on Greenland's icy ſhore, 
Or buraing beneath the line; 
Dold Jack, with ſmiles each danger meets, 
Weighs anchor, heaves the log, 
Trims all the ſails, bclays the lncets, 
And drinks his cann of grog. 


When failing orders do arrive, 


Bold Jack he takes his leave, 
O 
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My dear, my ſweeteſt Poll, he cries, 
I pray now do not grieve; 

Thy Jack will daily take his cann 
Ot grog, and drink to thee, 


Ia hopes that thou wilt ne'er forget 
Thy ſayor who's at ſea. 


But ſhould'ſt thou falſe or fickle prove 
To Jack, who loves the dear, 

No more upon my native ſhore, 

With joy can ] appear; 

But reſtleſs as the briny main, 

Mutt heartleſs heave the log, 

Slow trim the ſails, and try to drown 
My grief in canns of grog. 


s ON G 128, 


Tus SAILOR'S RETURN. 


| F R OM ploughing the ocean and thraſhing Monſieur, 

In old England we're landed once more; 

Your hands, ray brave ſtipmares, halloo boys, win 
chcer, 


For a ſailor that's juſt come on ſhore ! 


Thoſe heQoring blades thenght to ſcar us, no doubt, 
And to cut us and flaſh us—marblicu! 

Bat hold there, avaſt ! they were plagucly out, 
We have {hc'd them and pepper'a them too. 


Then courage, my hearts, your own conſequence know, 
en invaders ſhall ſoon do yeu right; 
The Lion may rouze when he hears the cock erOW 


But ſhould never be put iu a fright, 
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You've only to ſhun your nonſenſical jars, 
Your d d party and idle conteſt ; 

And let all your ftrife be, like us honeſt tars, 
Who ſhall fight for his country the beſt. 


A ſ:a-faring ſpark, if the maids can affect. ä 
Bids the ſimpering gypſies look to't; 


Sound bottoms they'll find us in every reſpect, 
And our pockets well laden to boot. 


The landſmen, mayhap, in the way of diſcourſe, 
Have more art to perſuade, and the like; 

Bat ware thoſe fair colours; for bettet for worſe, 
Is the bargain we're willing to ſtrike, 


Now Jong lire the 3 may he proſperous reign, 
Of no power, no faction afraid; 

May Britain's proud flag ftii! exult over the main, 
At all points of the compals diſplayed. 


No quickſands endanger, no ſtorm overwhelm ; 
Steady, ſteady and ijafe may ſhe fail ; 


No ignorant pilot &'er ſit at the helm, 
Or her anchor of Nun fail. 
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LAUGH AND GROW FAT. 


Y E humdrums who figh all your life-time away, 
Without the kind warmth of briſk jolity's ray, 


Who with whining and pining grow ſtupid and flat, 


Accept the ſweet balſam of—Laugh and Grow Fat. 


Luugh—ha! ha! ha 6 c. 
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Of excellent virtues, and well know to cure 

Mot griefs that the body or mind do endure; 

1: does eaſe all the troubles bad fortune begat, 

When once you're acquainted with Laugh and Grow 


Fat. 
Laugh—bg?t f hat BN ! Se, 


The Methodiſt Preache?\ with well feigned rage, 

May laugh at the folly and vice of the age; 

So dull is his nonſenſe, ſo formal his chat, 

That 1 am reſolved to—Laangh and Crow Fat. 
Laugh—bal ha. 4 ha! Ge. 


Now come you briſk ſouls, and aſſiſt me to draw, 

To lengthen the chorus of- ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Thy? fortune frown on us, what care we for that? 

We ſcoru all lis teirvrs, and—Laugh and Grow Fat. 
Laugh—ta! ta! ha! Oe. 


s o N G 139. 
JACK BLOCK. 
Sung t&y Mr Epwix, in Omai. 
WW HE N I came back to bonny pe 


In my feathers and jackets ſo airy; 
How the girls did ſtare at their friend Jack Block: 


IFith bis chip chow, 


5 25 Cherry chaw, 


f Rolly, elly, ilty, . 
; Porwdle, ally, 0. 
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When with buxom Poll, at the Anchor ſo blue, 
I call'd for a bowl of rumbo; 
Says the, Jack your health; lays, I, here's tq you, 
With his chip chow, Cr. 


The purſer he looked at me very big, 
And to Poll threw his loying palaver ; 
But the rumbo I ſluic'd o'er his white chizzl'd wig. 
With my chip chow, G. 


Vis pipe being broke, oh, d—n it bow he ſtares, 


Says he, you muſt aſk my pardon : 
Says I, with all my heart, fo I kick'd him down flair; 
With my chip chow, Sc. 


Then fays Poll, oh, Jack treat me to the play, h 
We're ſo fine let us go to the boxes; 
Llike a box, ſays I, ſo we tripp'd it away. 
r IF:th my chip ehoas, Cc. 


Oh! there the Jack-a-dandies clapp'd and encor'd, 
Wip'd their boots in the ladies aprons ; 
Silence, ſays I, and very loudly I roar'd. | 
With my chip hos; Oe. 


The link- boy he lighted us clean in the mud, 
There he fingered our pockets ſo neatly ; 
With, your honour, take care—oh d—n his lutle blood. 
With my chip chow, Wc. 


Let us drink a health to little England, 
To great George and good Queen Charlotte, 
May our ſeamen always the ocean command. R 
With my chip chow, Sc. 
 * Bl 
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Tus WONDERFUL OLD MAN. 


"P HERE was an old man, and though it's not com- 
mon, 
Yet if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho? it's incredible, yet I've been told, 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old, 
Age made him old, age made him old, 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old. 


Whene'er he was hungry be long' d for ſowe meat, 
And if he could get it, *twas ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 
And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom, or never, could ſee without light, 
And yet I've been told he could hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day time tis faid, 
And has fallen afleep as he lay in his bed. 


'Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd, 
And he ſtirr*d both his arms and his legs when he walk'd; 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you ſesn him, you'd built, 
For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was Teen, | 


For if 'cwas not waſh'd it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth; when he happ'd ro erin, 


And hie mouth ſtaod acroſs 'twixt his noſe and his chin. 


When this whimſical chap had a river to paſs, 

If he could not get over, he would ſtay where he was; 
Tis ſaid he ne'er ventured to quit the dry ground, 
Yet fo great was his luck that he never was drown'd. 


F 


Among other ſtrange things that befel this good yeo- 
man, | | 

He was married, poor ſou}, and his wife was a woman. 

And unleſs by that liar, miſs Fame, we're beguild, 

We may roundly afl m he was never with child. 


At laſt he fell ſick as old chronicles tell, 

And then, as folks ſaid, he was not very well. 

But what 1s more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 

As he could not give fees, he could get no phyſicias. 


What wonder he died, yet, *tis aid, that his death 


Was occaſion'd at laſt by the want of his breath: 
But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder, 
Had he lived a day longer, he'd been a day older, 


s O N G 132. 
Tax WONDERFUL OLD WOMAN. 
Being an Anſever to the Wonderful Old Man. 


INCE a wonderful Man I fiad is quite common, 
A wonderful tale I'll relate of a Woman; 
When a child, ſhe was counted an infant, *tis hinted, . 
And was always beſt pleas'd, when ſhe ſeem'd moſt cop- 
tented. 


Her form was moſt ſtrange, for, * it is told us. | 
She was born with a head that was plac'd on her ſhoul- 
ders; 
She could ſee with her eyes, with her tongue ſhe could 
talk, 
And her legs always mov'd when ſhe happen d to walk. 


„„ 
When ſhe found herſelf cold, ſhe would oſten defice, 
(So cunning was ſhe) to be placed by the fire; 

If the found it too hot (it is true what I ſay) 

30 great was her ſenſe, ſhe would move quite away. 


Old maxims ſhe had a great ſtore in, her mind, 

And knew when ſhe went firſt, ſhe was never behind; 
It is odd you will fay, but 'twas certainly ſo, 

Nothing troubled her mind but misfortunes and woe. 


In the morning, the always got up when ſhe roſe, 
Nor ever look'd naked, when cover'd with cloths! 
She'd an arm to each leg, and, ftrange to relate, 
She had fingers and toes. to her hands and her feet. 


Having paſſed through this life in a manner uncommon, 
When dead ſhe was ſilent, altho' an old woman! 
But the ſtrangeſt event happen'd after her death, 


To the grave ſhe was carry'd, and quite out of breath, 


s ON G 193% 
Tas WARNING. 
oN Colin once courted Myrtilla the prude, 
If he ſigh' d or look'd tender, ſhe cry'd he was rude; 
Tho' he beg'd, with devotion, ſome eaſe for his pain, 
The ſhepherd got nothing but frowns and diidain. 


Fatigu'd with her folly, his ſuit he gave o'er, 
And vow'd that no female ſhould fetter him more. 


He ſtrove with all caution to *ſcape from the net, 
But Chloe ſoon caught him,—a finiſh'd coquet ! 
$he planc'd to his glances, ſhe ſigh'd to his ſighs, 
And flatter'd his hopes-in the language of eyes. 


\ 
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Alas for poor Colin ! when put to the teſt, 
Himſelf and his paſſion proy'd both but her jeſt. 


By the critical third he was caught in the ſnare ; 
By Fanny,—gay, young, unaffeQed, and fair! 
When ſhe found he had merit, and love took his part, 
She dally'd no Jonger—bur yielded her heart. 
With joy they ſabmitted to Hymen's decree, 
And now are as happy—as happy can be. 


As the roſebud of beauty foon, ſickens and fades, 
The prude and coquet are two {lighted old maids, 
Now their ſweets are all waſted, too late they repent _ 
For tranſports untaſted, for moments misſpent! 
Ye virgins take warning, improve by my plan, 
Ard fix the fond youth when you prudently can. 
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THANK vou Fox NOTHING. 


O NE morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 
Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a buſs: 

Go, fellow! ſaid I, mind your plow and your cart; 

i thank you for nothing, thank you for nothing, 

Thank you for nothing, with all my heart. 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 
He gave me a box with a paper of ſnuff; 

I took it, Iowa, yet had ſtill ſo much art, 
Ta cry, thank you For notlung, &c. 


He ſaid, were J kind he would make me his wife, 
Tow: 1 was n<ver fo daſh'd in my life; 

Vet I cguld not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When! thank'd him for nothing, &c. 
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Soon after, however, he gain'd my conſeat, 
And with him on Sunday to chapel I went ; | 
But, ſaid, twas my goodneſs, more than his defer, 
Not to thank him for nothing, &c. 


The parſon cry'd, child, you muſt after me fay, 
And then talk'd of honour, love, and obey ; 

But faith, when his reyerence came to that part, 
I thank'd him for nothing, &c. 


At night our briſk neighbours the ſtockiog would throw, 
I muſt not tell tales, but I know what I know x 
Young Roger confeſſes I cur'd all his ſmart, 
And I thank'd him for ſomething, 

Thank'd him for fomething, 
Thank'd him for ſomething, -with all my heart.- 
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Met young Damon t'other day; 
And near me as he drew, 
No ſwain, me thought, e'er look'd fo gay 
Upon my word tis true. 


With ardent bliſs my lips be preſt: 
Pray, what could Phillis do ? 
= I frown'd—but oaly frown'd in jeſt; 
| Upon my word 'tis true, 


The ſhepherd ſigh'd, and talk'd of love, 
A theme to me quite new; 
Of angels, heav'n, and pow'rs above; 
| And vow'd that all was true. 
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My boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 
As till more fond he grew: 

J liſten'd to his tale with joy; 
Upon my word *tis true. 


„% Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to-me flew ; | 

His freedom vain I firove to chide ; 
Upon my word, tis true. 


With bluſhes ſpread, I look'd conſent, 
Felt joys but known to few; 

For now I found what Damon meant, 
And all he ſaid was true. 


HOPE. 


OPE's a cheat, a great deceiver, 
Will of Wiſp, who leads aſtray, 
Yet is man the fond believer, 
Truit him on, from day to day. 
Vaſt his promiſe, beyond meaſure, 
Sie kueſs now he ſoothes with health: 
Toil with reſt, and pain with pleaſure, 
Fills the beggar's purſe with wealth. 


When each friend becomes a ſtranger, 
And the world now bids farewell, 
He ne'er warns us of our danger, 


Still he whiſpers, „all is well.” 


U 156 * 


But his flatt'ry's never over, 
He attends when all forſake, 
Over life he's ſure to hover, 
But for Hope the heart would break. 


Hope! I charge you, come not near me, 
I'll not mind you from to day; 
You no longer now can cheer me, 
Falſe is all that you can ſay. 
Lately you a while reliev'd me, 
Now I find myfelf undone, 
For you have at laſt deceiv'd me: 
[Tope ! thou bubble get thee gone! 


80 N 137. 
How SWEET THE LOVE THAT MEETS RETURS, 


T7 HEN firſt 1 ken'd young Sandy's face, 
He ſung and look'd wi' ſic a grace, 
He ſlole my heart, but did na care, 

The lad he loo'd a lafs more fair. | 
And oft I ſung o'er hrae and bourn, 

How ſweet the Love that mects return! 


He lov'd a laſs wi? fickle mind, 
Was ſometimes cauld, and ſometimes kind, 
Which made the love-iick laddy racy, 
For ſhe was cauld, when he was true. 
He mourn'd and ſung o'er brac aud bourn, 
How {wert the Love that meets return! 


E 1 
One day a pretty wreath he twin'd, 
Where cowſlips with ſweet lav'rocks join's ; 
To make a garland for her hair, 
But ſhe refus'd the gift ſo fair : 
Such ſcorn, he cry'd, can ne'er be borne, 
— But ſweet's the Love that meets return! 


* 
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Juſt then he met my tell- tale een, 
And love ſo true, is ſooneſt ſeen; 
Dear laſs, ſaid he, my heart is thine, 
When thy ſoft wiſhes are like mine; 
Now Jenny in her turn may mourn, 
For ſweet's the Love that meets return! 


My anſwer was both frank and kind, 
I lov'd the lad, and teli'd my mind, 
To kirk we went wi! hearty glee, 


And wha ſa bleſt as he and me? 
Now blithe we ſing, o'er brae and bourn, 


How ſweet's the Love that meets return! 


s Oo N G 138. 


Tune — Gebe De Lin. 


\ OME, Roger, and liften to where I have been; 
Ike tell thee what wonderful zights I have zeen, 
Such places for paſtime, as now bear renown, 
In that famous zity, call'd fair London town, 
O brave london! O iweet London! 
Za that ſamous zity, call'd fair London town. 


F 


b Ge — Ee 
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Tune— Fobn and Betty. 


Firſt, you muſt know, 
That we did go 
Into the zĩity; 
And zaw, not far 
From Temple-Bar, 
The wax-work pretty. 


* 


Tuns II made love to Kate. 


Then they carried me 
To church built by St Paul, 

Tho? thouſands I did zee, 
Twas bigger than 'em all: 

And up the winding {tairs 
Amaz'd we did aſcend; 

vo many, wounds! I thought 
We ne'er ſhould zee an end: 

But huw I gap'd and ſtar'd, 
When to the top we came; 

Had you been in my place, 
Why you'd have done the ſame. 


Tune—Tom loves Mary paſſing cbell. 


To Guildhall next we did repair, 
1 but we might view the giants; 

They told 'me they ſtood always there, 
Po bil the Franch def nce; 

That when they heard the clock ſtrike one, 
They would come down and greet me: 


3 


Ppeod I did not like ſuch vun; 
I was afraid they'd eat me. 


Tune — Sticl a pin there. 


And then to the tower away we all ſtroll'd, 

The lions, the armour, and crown, to behold ; 
When the ſhow-man, at laſt, bid the laſſes ſo fair, 
In old Harry's pincuſhion ſtick a pin there. 


Tune— My. fend fhepherd”s of late, &c. 


Back to Weſtminſter- abbey we ſtray'd, 
Where are zeen all the kings, queens, and tombs; 
But I never zaw Zince I was made 
Such a number of deadly high rooms: 
Then the organs play'd up too fo fine ; 
What the boys ſung I underſtood not; 
But the pcople in chorus did join, 
That in heav'n I thought I was got. 


Tune—The Attic Fire. 


At playhouſe, too, T did admire 

A man who walk'd upon the wire, 
As tho'f it was the ground; 

Aud then, the zails pf Our mill, 

\ hen joy? 7 NTFS i d with aim, ſtand ill, 
So fait he hd turn round. 
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Tune —Aiuty Fell. 


But now the time alas was come, 
When I muſt think of going home; 
Ah me! unhappy clown; 
L dicamt of what I had zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light 
I left dear London town. 
Charming London! happy London! 
Adicu, dear London town ! 


s o N O 139. 
TAB B EG GAR S. 


Once was a poet at Lendon, 
I kept my heart ſtill full of glee ; 
There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 
For begging's no new trade to me. 


Tol de rol, St. 


I once was an attorney at law, 
And after a knight of the poſt ; 
Give me a briſk wench in clean ſtraw, 


And I value not who rules the roaft. 
| Tol de rel, Ce. 


Make room for a ſoldier in buff, 


Who valiantly ftrutted about; 
Till he fancy'd the peace breaking off, 


And then be moſt wiſely—ſvid out. 
Tal de rel, Ee. 


3 
Here comes a courtier polite, fir, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face; 
Now railing is all his delight, fir, 


Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place. 


Tol dle rol, Ge 


I ſtill ama merry gut-ſcraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm; 
Tho? poor, I can frolick and vapour, 
And ſing any tune but a pſalm. 
5 Tol de ral, 5% 


I was a fanatical preacher, 
I turn'd up my eyes when I pray 'd; 
But my hearers had halt ſtarv'd their teacher, 


For they believ'd not a word that I ſaid. 
Tol de rol, 3%, 


Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him liſt, and from us he may learn 
In palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Half io happy as we in a barn. | 
Tol de rel, Cc. 


5 8 O N G 140. 
CHURCH-WARDENS FEAST. 


Tu ne—Chevy Chace. 
'S OME let us all, with on: accord, 
Eat, drink, ſmoke, laugh, and ſing ; 
P 3 OS 
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Tune —Niy Fell. 


But now the time alas was come, 
When I muſt think of going home 7 
Ah me! unhappy clown; 
L dieamt of what I had zeen all night, 
And early by the morning light 
I left dear London town. 
Charming London! happy London! 
Adicu, dear London town ! 


s o N G 139. 


TAB B EG G ARS. 


I Once was a poet at Lendon, 
I kept my heart ſt ill full of glee ; 
There's no man can ſay that I'm undone, 

For begging's no new trade to me. 


Tol de rol, Gs. 


I once was an attorney at law, 
And after a knight of the poſt ; - 
Give me a briſk wench in clean ſtraw, 


And I value not who rules the roaft. 
| Tol de rel, &.. 


Make room for a ſoldier in buff, 
Who valiantly ftrutted about; 
Till he faney'd the peace breaking off, 


And then be moſt wiſely —ſv!d out. 
Tal de rel, &. 


[ 1617} 
Here comes a courtier polite, ür, 
Who flatter'd my lord to his face; 
Now railing is all his delight, fir, 
Becauſe he miſs'd getting a place. 


Tol dle rol, Dc. 


I ſtill am. a merry gut- ſeraper, 
My heart never yet felt a qualm; 
Tho? poor, I can frolick and vapour, 
And fing any tune but a pſalm. 
EW. de Tel de ral, Oc. 


I was a fanatical preacher, 
I turn'd up my eyes when I pray 'd; 
But my hearers had half ſtarv'd their teacher, 
For they believ'd not a word that I ſaid. 
Tol de rol, DT, 


Whoe'er would be merry and free, 
Let him lit, and from us he may learn; 

In palaces who ſhall you ſee 
Half io happy as we in a bara. 


Tol de rel, Tc. 
: SONG 140. 
CHURCH-WARDENS FEAST. 


Tune ev 'y Chace. 
OME let us all, with one accord, 
Eat, drink, ſmoke, laugh, and ſing ; 
P ; . 


P 18 F 


Yea, let us make our hearts right glad, 
For *tis a pleaſant thing. 


Chorus. For tis a pleſun . 


In time of old, when punch was not, 
Tobacco, nor ſtrong· beer, 
How could men paſs their time away ! 
How could they find good cheer ? 
Cho. How could, gt. 


Yea, how could they in heart be glad, 
And eke with tongue rejoice ? 
Yea, how could they well tune their minds 
To make a joy ful noiſe? | 
| | Cho. To male, Cr. 


For till tobacco, MATE. ad beer, 

As well as wine, they had, 

Full ſurely they, whene'er they met, 
Did fit all ſober ſad. © 


Cho. Did fit, &.. 


But now that we thoſe things poſſeſs, 
Be light and glad each heart, 
And henceforth deem him an outcaſt 
Who firſt inclines to ſtart, | | 
e Cho. Who firſt, Et. 


Yea, whoſoe' er he be that is 
In haſte to go away, 
E'en as a gentile him we'll treat, 


For ever and for aye. 3 | 
| Cho. For ever, H. 
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therefore take heed, all ye who've heard, 
The words which are juſt paſt: 
And now it reſteth for to ſay, 
Thus endeth ſtave the laſt. 
Cho. Thus endeth flave the loft, 


$0 NG 141. 
ELIXIR L*'ARGENT. 
Tune—Pretty Peggy of Mudſer. 


HO” with puffs daily papers are cramm 'd, fir, 
With antidotes for ev'ry ail, 

Ill ſhew a ſpecific not ſhamm'd, fir, 

A noſtrum which never can fail. 

The drop and pill 

May heal or kill, 

As doQtors on doctors have done; 

But ſaug and ſure, 

To work a cure, 

Apply the Elixir P Argent. 


For weak confciences *tis an Emetic; 
A Reflorative for a loſt fame; 

If fear gravels you, this Di retic 
Diſcharges each ſymptom of ſhame. 
Like Achilles from Styx, 

No wound will fix 

When this unguentum is on. 

Nay, chuſe to anoint, 

Ev'n juſtice's point, 


?Tis blunt by Elixir P Argent. 


— — 4 1 — 
- * x 


, eee ER. — — — 
* 
. 


0 164 1 


"Tis a Styptic to ſtop maidens ſeruples, 
An Opiate makes jealouſy reſt ; 
*Tis a Lecture where all men are pupils, 
Art and ſcience without it a jeſt. 
Be witty, be wile, 
Win learning's prize, 
This Recipe want you're undone z 
Merit vainly may ſtrive, 
No genius can thrive, 
But the genius who gets the Argent. 


His honour demurs to a hearing, 
The agent demurs to his plan, 
The witneſs demurs to his (wearing, 


And madam demurs to her man; 
Yet each ſick breaft 
Demurs digeſt, | 

Secundum artem they're gone, 
When a quantum fuff. 
Is took of the tuff, 


Elixir nouveau de * Argent. 


When ſickneſs volumptuouſneſs ſeizes, 
The medical corps in array, 


Sword by ſide take the eld ' gainſt diſeaſes, 


And, Swils-like, give battle for pay. 
Not a word of /e, 
Accepting the pelf, 
That leſſon the learned ne'er con, 
But faith we're flamm'd, _ 
We might dic aad be damn'd, 
But for our Elixir P Argent. 


LC 165 4 
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BOW WO W. 


Sung by Mr Enwix, in Love in a Camp. 


18 ſing you a ſong faith, I'm ſinging it here, now; 
don't mean t'front either {mall or big, bow wow, 
The ſubject I've choſen, it is the canine race, 


To prove like us, two-legg'd dogs, they're a very fine 
race. 


Bow, wow, Wwowy 


Fal, lal, as 


Like you and I, other dogs may be counted ſad dogs; 
As we won't drink water, ſome might think us mad dogs; 
A Courtier is a ſpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog, 
A Soldier is a maſtiff, a Sailor's a bull dog. | 
Bow, wow, Wowy 
Fal, lat, la. 


An old maid comes from church, the poor no lady 
kinder; 


A luſty dog her footman, with prayer -· book behind her: 

A poor boy aſks a farthiny, and gets plenty of good 
kicking, 

But little Shock, her lap-dog, muſt have a roaſted 
chicken, 

Bonv, wow, wow, 

Fal, lal, ia. 


When filly dogs for property, uncle, ſon, and brother, 
Grin and ſnort mighty grnff, and worry one another: 
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Should they a bit of equity from Juftice beg the loan of, 
That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick the 
bone off. 


Bow, AVIW, WW, 
Fal, lal, la. 


A Poet's a lank greyhound, for the public he runs game 
down, 

A Critic is a cur that ſtrives to run his fame down; 
And though he cannot follow where the noble ſport in- 
vites him, 

He lily ſteals behind, and by the heel he bites him, 
| Bow, wow, wow, 


Fal, lal, la. 


You'r ve a pack of friends, while to feed *em you're able, 
Your dog for his morſe} crauches under your table, 
Your friends turn tail in misfortune or diſaſter, 
But your poor fairhful dog will ne*er forſake his maſter, 
Bow, wow, wow, 

Fal, lal, la, 


As your friends.turn tail the moment that you need 'em, 
My dog ran away when no longer ! could feed him, 
T. cur, ſo usgrateful, forſook me on my journey, 
And for mouluy cruſt went back io the attorney. 
| Bow, wow, WW, 


Fal, lat, la. 


E %. J 


Tux FRIEND and THE LOVER; 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by Miſs Newman, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
Compoſed by Mr Hook. 


a told by the wiſe ones a maid I ſhall die, 

Thev ſay I'm too nice, but the charge I deny; 

I know but too well how ume flies along, 

That we live but few years, and yet, fewer are young: 
But | hate to be cheated, and never will buy, 

Whol- ages of ſorrow, for moments of joy: 

I never will wed, till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd. 


No pedant, tho? learned, or f:oliſhly gay, 
Or laughing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay; 
To every fair one, obliging and free, 

But never be fond of any but me: 
In whoſe tender boſom my ſoul may conſide, 
Whaſe kindneſs can ſoothe me, whoſe counſels can guide; 


Such a youth T w-uld marry, if ſuch J could find, 
Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd, 


From ſuch a dear lover, as here I deſcribe, 
No danger ſhould fright me, not millions ſhould bribe; 
But *ti!] this aſtoniſhing creature I know, 

I'm {ingie and happy, and ſtill will be ſo; 

You mav laugh, and ſuppoſe J am nicer than wiſe, 
Bur I' ſhun the vaia fop, the dull coxcomb deſpiſe; 
Nor ever wh wed, 'till a youth I can find, 

Where the friend and the lover are equally join'd. 


„ 
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TIE CHARMS or NANNx: 


' A FAVOURITE BALLAD. 
Compoſed and ſung by Mr Arrowſmith, at the Panthesy. 


WAKE ſweet muſe ! the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and ling ; 

Awake and join the vocal throng, 

Who hail the morning with a ſong ; 

To Nanny, raiſe the chearful lay, 

Oh! bid her haſte and come away; 

In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn. 


Oh! hark, my love! on every ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty darts from Nanny eves; 
Ard love my riſing boſom warms, 
And ſills my ſoul with ſweet alarms, 


Oh! come my love, thy Colin's lay, 
With rapture calls, Oh! come away! 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt brow of thine: 
Oh! hither haſte, and with thee bring, 
That beauty blooming like rhe ſpring; 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 
And charm this raviſh'd breaſt of nure. 


169 J 
s O N GC 145. 
TULLOCHGORUM. 


WxrlTTER BY A CLERGYMAN AT ABERDEEN, 


Fidlers, your pins in temper fix 
And raſel aveel your fiddle flicks, 
But baniſh vile Italian tricks 
Frae out yeur quorum, 
Nor fortes ui pianos mix, 
Gie's Tullochgorum. R. FERGUESON. 


6 O ME, gie's a ſang, the lady cry'd, 
And lay your diſputes all aſide, 
What ſignifies't for for folks to chide 
For what's been done before them; 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 


Whig and Tory, Whig and Tory, 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 


To drop their whigmegmorum. 
Let Whig and Tory all agree, 
To ſpend this night with mirth and glez, 
And cheurfu' ſing alang wi me 

The reel of Tullochgorum. 


Tullochgorum's my delight, 
It gars us a' in ane unite, | 
And ony ſumph that keeps up ſpite, 
In conſcience 1 abhor him. 
Pithe and merry we's be a', 
Blithe and merry, blithe and merry, 
Dlithe and merry we's be a', 
To mak” a chearfu' quorum. 
Dlithe and merry we's be a', 
As lang as we hae breath to draw, 
and dance, till we be like to fa', 
The reel of Tullochgorum. 


* 
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There needs na” de {ae great a phraſe 
Wi eringing dull Italian lays, 

L wact1a* gre our ain Strathſpey's 
For a half a hand:ed ſcore o' en 
They're douff and doe at the beſt, 

Douff and dowie, douff and dow ie, 
They're douT and dowie at the belt, 
Wi' a' their variorum. | 
They're douff and dowie at the beſt, 
Their allegros, and a' che ret, 
They canna' picaſe a Highland taſte, 
Compared wr Tullochgorum. 


Let warldly minds themſclves oppreis 
Vi fear of want and double cel5, 
Ant ily fauls themſ-lres diſtreſs 

Wi' keeping up decorum. 

Shall we ſae ſour am iuiky tt, 

Sour and ſulkx, ſour and ſulky, 

Shall we ſae four aud ſulky ſit, 
Like auld Phitoſuphorum ? 

Shall we ſae ſour and ſulky ſit, 

Ve neither ſenſe, nor mirth, or wit, 

Ani! canna rife ro fkihe a fir 
At the reel of Tullochgorum. 


May choiceſt bleſungs ſtiil attend 
ach honeſt: hearted, open friend, 
Ari ol and quiet be his end, 

Be a' that's good before him! 

Ma v "C4CE and plenty be his 30t, 
Pea. d pientv, peace and plenty, 
Vay ace and plenty e his lot, 
An. Qairties 2 great l. ore o em! 


3s 
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Uv peace and plenty be his lot, 

Uantain'd by any vicious blot ! 

An] may he never want a groat, 
Ti:at s fond of Tullochgorum. 


But for the diſcontented fool, 
Who wants to be oppreſſion 's tool, 
May envy. gaaw his rotten ſoul, 

And blackeſt ſiends devour him! 
May dole and ſorrow be his chance, 
Dy, a1 ſorrow, dole and ſerrow, 
Mav dle and ſorrow be his chance, 

Aud honeſt ſouls abhore him! 
M:; dle and frroè be nis chance, 
Au u' the ills thut coms fiae France, 
Wu er he be that winna? dance 

The reel of Tallochgaratm! 


SONG 146. 


Far DOLLY Tre COO. 
Written and ſung by Mr CAaWDELL. 


O Lovely Dolly, fat and {1ek, when ſtanding by 


fice, 
Her winning neck and greaſy cheeks inflam d my fond 


3 
deſire — 8 


Bat chen the kitchen fire ſhe ſtirr'd ſhe ſcorch'd my 
rery liver, g | 
ad as the mutton tara'd I barn'd, we roaſted bath to- 
get her. 


No patrid ge, pheaſant, cock, or hare, could come with - 
in tue lard: I's 
Du: Corpurai Fran was ſure to ſhare ; "Twas that made 
me fegard her: Q 
2 


ex 


} 
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And then a ſop i' the pan ſo ſweet, ſo nice, ſo brown, 
and ſavry. 

That tho" my lord the mutton eat, 'twas Trim got al, 
the oravy. , 


2 
1 


How cften did 1 Goh: and pine, when ſhe has ind a 
puddings 
To ſee her. put her ſpice and wine, and other matters 
good in; 
But when the plumbs ſhe piclk'd and clean has poor Trim 
was ſure to rue it, 


And as the mutton- fat ſlie ſkin' d, 1 curs d the planks 
| and wes 


A fre ſne's made within my breaſt, wichout the help of 

fazl; 
A caif's head on my ſhoulders and d, my ſeul is water 

gruel. 

Woul lt, Pyrhag ras ſæt me ice? from a a life of melan- 

choly, 

A little carnſpit dog Id ny and turn the wheel for 

Do's 


80 N O 147. 
SWEET ROBINETTE: 
A FAVOURITE SONG, 


Sung b y Mr Incledon „at Vauxhall Gardens. 


Compoſed by Mr Hook. 


WEET, ſweet Robinetre, all the ſhepherds declare, 
They neyer yet ſaw ſo enchauting a fair; 


E- 1943 


The ſwains all admire her; no mortal as yet, 
Has e'er ſeen a girl lik: my ſweet Robinettz. 


Her eyes they would melt you, her cheeks they diſclofe, 
The beautiful tint of the pale bluſhing roſe ; 

The nymphs: full of envy, do nothing but fret, 
To ſee all the ſwains figh for ſweet Robinette. 


All nature ſeems pleas'd, as ſhe trips it along, 
Her ſmiles make the lark (well his rapturous ſong ; 
The ſhepherds, their cares and their labours forget, 
To gaze on the charms of my ſweet Robinet:c, 


So gentle her manners, they ſoften the ſage, 
She's the May-day of youth, and the ſummer cf age; 
I love her, adore her—Pl] venture a bet, 


You ne'er ſaw a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 
s Oo N G 148. 

PRITEE NOW DON T BS A TOOL. 
A Favourite SoxG. 


Sing by Miſs Newman, at Vuuxlell Gardens. 
Compoſed by Mr Hook. 


OUNG Jockey firſt tauꝑbt my pay fancy to rove, 
And when ſcarce in my teens, ſought my heart 
to obtain; 3 
would chide him for dating to whiſper his love, 
But the more I ſaid, ney, the more preiling the ſwain; ] 
Grown buld r, he aſſc'd me to blets him for life, 
Irrply'd like a gitl that was juſt come from ſchool; 


Q 3 
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Por ſo grave and ſo old. faſnion'd thing as a wife, 
I'm too young, and ſo prithee now don't be a fool. 


It was thus all the ſwains I ſent ſighing away, 
Till my grannum (good woman) would often remark it; 
Remember, ſays ſhe, how ſwift time flies away, 
And how many like you, are out ſtanding their market; 
So the very next day when I met the young ſwain, 
He reprov'd me for being ſo coy and ſo cool; 
And leaving me ſtraight with an air of diſdain, 
Then I bluſh'd, and criy'd, prithee now don't be a fool. 


The ſhepherd improv'd on the hint I had given, 
And flew to the parſon to make me his wife; 
This world my dear Jenny, with you 1s a beaven, 
I never before was ſo bleſs'd in my life: 
Then laſſes, whene er you have lovers in plenty, 
Beſure to remember your grandmother's rule; 
One ſtring to your bow is enough; if you're dainty, 
You'!l live to repent ever playing the fool. 


s O N G 149. 
Misp rut MAIN CHANCE; 


A Favourite BALLAD. 
Sung by Mr Wilſon, at Renxelaugh. 
Compaſed by J. Moulds. 


Y m>ther ſhe told me when 1 was a boy, 

To beware of deceit, I my mind muſt employ, 
That fully and vice would my footſteps attend, 
So wildom and prudence ſhe muſt recommend. 
That tnoſe in Wife; r und would my pleaſure enhance, 
And always concluded with mind the main chance. 


[175-] 


A 
1 heard her advice but in truth I muſt ſay, 
|t was on her darling, alas! thrown away; 
Ijoin'd in the ſports with the jovial and young, 
And as folly invited, I tun'd up the ſong ; 
With the wanton and giddy would mix in the dance, 
And ſome how or other, forgot the the main chance. 


But ſoon as reflection came over my mind, 
And the vain things of folly at once I reſign'd; 
The right path of pleaſure determin'd to prove, 
And ſweeten my moments with reaſon and love: 
] haye gain*d a good wife, which my bliſs does enchance, 
80 all will allow 1 have hit the main chance. 


ME 1 YH-RI1L.-K-Tq 


Or, NOVEMBER 5x5, 1788. 


Tune - Rule Britannia. 


WII N Britain, rent by factions band, 
O'er falling freedum brooding lay; 
Great Naſſau then approach'd her ſtrand, 
Let every ſon of freedom ſay. | 
Sing, ye Britains, ſing, © the brave 
Naſſau came our rights to ſave.” 


Her proudeſt foes then ſtood agaſt, 

When James no more her fate could ſway; 
He ſhrinks, he flies before the blaſt, 

Now let the ſons of freedom ſay, 
Sing, &c. 


E. I. 


Bur, ſee the tyrant King anew, 
Advancing on Hibernia's plain; 
Our freedom's hero thither flew, 
And bravely did her cauſe maintaia.. 
Sing, &c. 


Neal Boyne, where gallant Schon berg fell, 
When doubtſul battle Steroly cug'd; 
Let Fame's loud clarion freely tell, 
How he the tyrant's power aſſuag'd. 
Sing, &c. 


Fhen let the ſons of freedom ſmile, 


And jovfu] keep this feſtive day ; 
When William entered firſt this iſle, 


To drive our freedom's focs away. 


Siog, &c. 
| W. BELL, Soutb- Shields; 


AIOGG TA BRUNETTE. 
e e Jockey he courted ſweet Mogg the Brun- 


nette, 
With ips like carnations, and eyes black as jet; 
He coax'd, and he wheedled, and talk'd with his eyes, 


And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe: 
1 ken he ſwor- ke a lord thet her chatms he ador'd, 


That fhe'd ſoon put an end to his ſufferings implor'd ; 
For a heart ut: wares Hus his tram cls beſet, 
And ſoon made a conqueſt of Mogg the Brunette. 


Ci] 


| 

| Is | 

They ſaddled their dobhins, and rode to the fair, ; | 
Still £iſhag and fondling, until they came there; | 
They call'd at the church, and in wedlock were join 'd, | 
And Jockey was happy, 2 Moggy was kind: | | 
Tas now none moon, time expir'd too ſoon, 
They revel leaſure, night, morning, and noon, 
He call'd he is charmer, his joy, and his pet, 
And the laſſes all envy'd ſweet Mogg the Brunette. 


Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind; 
For Jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind 
Surpriz'd at ſuch uſage, ſhe call'd ro her mate, : | 
Why Jockey, you're alter'd moſt trangely of late! 
Come on, fool, he cry'd, thou now art my bride, 
And when folks are wed, they lay fooling aſide: | 
Hurd names and foul words were the beſt ſhe could get, 
Strange uſage this ſure for ſweet Mogg the Brunette. 


He took home poor Moggy, new conduct to learn, 
She bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old barn; 
They laid in a ſtock for the cares that enſue, * 

Ani now live as man and wife uſually do: 
As their humours excite, they kiſs and they fight, 


"Twixt kindneſs and feuds paſs the morn, noon, and 
night; 


Yo his row he Gods what « match he has ü | 
And wiches the devil had Mogg the Brunette. 


*+% 
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s O NG 152. 
FROM THE FARMER. 


Flaxen-headed cow boy, as ſimple as may be 
Aud next a merry plough- boy, I whiiticd o ON 
the lea: 
But now a faucy footman, I ſtrut in worſted lace, 
And ſoon Fil be a butler, and wag my Jolly face. 
When ſteward I'm promoted, I'll ſnip a tradeſman's 
bill, 
My maſter's coffers empty, my pockets for to {il}. 
. When ſolling in my chariot, fo great a man Vil be, 
YouPll forget the little ploughboy, that whiltied o'er the 
lea. 


F'il hay votes at elections, but when I've made the pclf 

I'i] 'tand poll for the patliament, and then vote in my{c!;; 

Whirever's good for me, Sir, I never will oppoſe; 

Waco all my ayes are ſold off, why then I'll ſell my 
noes. 

III bavl, haxacgue and paragraph, with ſpeeches charm 
the ear, 

And when I'm tired on my legs, then I'Il fit down a 


peer. 
Tn cout: or city honour, ſo great a man I'll be, 


You'll forget the little plonghboy that n o'er the 
lea. | 


s Oo N O 153. 
FRM Tire» FARMER, 


N O mor? court he town-bred fair, 
ines in artificial beauty; 

For name farms without compare, 
Claim ail my love, icſpedꝭ and duty. 


1 499} 
CC RH a K-VU © 


Oh, my bonny Bet, ſweet bloſſom, 
Was I a king ſo proud to wear thee, 
From off the verdant couch Pda bear thee, 
To grace thy faithful lover's boſom. 


Yet alk me where thoſe beavties lie, 
| cannot ſay in ſmile or d1uple ; 

In blooming cheek or radiant eye, 
'Tis happy nature wild and ſimple. 


Let dainty beaux for ladies pine, 

And ſigh in numbers trite and common; 
Ye Cods! one darling wiſh be mine, 

And all I alk is lovely woman. 


Come, deareſt girl, the roſy bow!, 
Like thy bright eye, with pleaſure dancing z 


My heaven art thou, ſo take my ſoul, 
With rapture ev'ry ſenſ: entrancing. 


$0 N in 


Tune — The charming Fell 


Brimming glaſs is my delight, 
| I'm not aſham'd to tell O; 
And | am happy ev'ry night, 

When I'm a little mellow. 


A pretty girl J love to kiſs, 
As pleas'd as Punchi: [ello ; 
There ſurely is no harm in this, 


When I'm a little mellow. 


1 


A pleaſing ſong, a catch or glee, 
With rapture makes me ſwell O; 

No mortal is more bleſs'd than me, 
When I'm a little mellow. 


Then come my friends and join with me, 
Each hearty honeſt fellow; 

For ev'ry night we'll merry be, 

When we're a little mellow. 


s O N G 155. 


FROM THE NEW PEERAGE. 
ROM the light down that mocks the gale,, 


The linnet culls his ftores ; 


From each wild flower that ſcents the vale, 
The bee a balm exploies. 


With Nature's trueſt ſenſe endu'd, 
Unconſcious of alloy, 

In every gift they find a good, 
And every good enjoy. 


Feeling's vain child, alone aſſign'd, 
To doubtful wav'ring power; 

With ſigns can chill the ſummer's wind, 
With tears can blight the flower. 


Its only dang'rous gift ah! why, 


Did hen ven to man impart; 


And bid each treach'rous ſenſe ſupply, 
A venom for his heart. 


8. © 
s Oo NG 156, 


From INCLE AND YARICO. 


Voyage over ſeas had not enter'd my head, 
Had I known but on which ſide to butter 
my bread. 

Heigho! fure I—for hunger muſt die! 

I've ſail'd like a booby; come here in a ſquall, 

Where, alas! there's no bread to be butter'd at all. 

Oho! I'm a terrible booby ; 

Oh! what a ſad booby am I! 


In London what gay chop-houſe ſigns in the ſtreet ! 
But the only ſign here is of nothing to eat. 
Heigho ! that [—for hunger ſhould die! 
My mutton's all loſt, I'm a poor ſtarving elf, 
And for all the world like a lol mutton myſelf ; 
Oho! I ſhall die a loſt mutton! 
Oh what a loſt mutton. am I. 


For a neat ſlice of beef, I could roar like a bull, 

And my ſtomach's fo empty, my heart is qu.te full. 
Heigho! that I—for hunger ſhould die! 

Bu', grave without meat, I muſt here meet ay grave, 


For my bacon I faney I never ſhall ſave ; AF" 


Ohe! I ſha!l ne'er ſave my bacon ; 
can't ſave my bacon, not I! 


R 
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Sail'd in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
With a ſtiſ-blowing gale and rough ſca, 
Left Polly, the lads call fo pretty, 
Safe here at an anchor, yo yea. 


She blubber'd ſalt tears, when we parted, 
And cried, now be conſtant to me; 

I told her not to be down-hearted, 
So up with the anchor, yo yea. 


When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ſtorm came on weather and lee, 
The hope I with her ſhould be larboard, 
Was my cable and anchor, yo yea. 


And yet, my boys, would you believe me, 
I return'd with no rhino from ſea; 

My Poll would never receive me, 
So again I heav'd anchor, yo yea. 


s O NG 158. 


From ROBIN HOOD. 
A HEM gen'rous wine expands the ſoul, 


How pleafure hovers round the bowl; 
Avaunt ye cares of Fancy 's crew, 
And give the guilty wretch his due. 


But tet the juice of ſparkling wine, 
My groffer ſenſe of leve refine ; 


( 183 1 
As Jove the nectar drinks above, | 
I'll quaff whole goblets full of love. 


Then why ſhould I at life repine, 
Bring me Venus, bring me wine; 
Fil! the ever-flowing bowl, 

In circles gay and pleaſures roll. 


Ever open, ever free, 

Hail! thou friend to jollity, 

My brows with Bacchus crowa'd, 

PI live to love, my cares are drown'd, 
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HUS, thus my boys, our anchor's weigh'd 
See Briton's glorious flag diſfplay'd ! 

Unfurl the ſwelling, fail ; 

Bound, ſound your ſhBlls,' ye Tritons ſound ; 

Let every heart with joy rebound ; 

We ſcud before the gale. 


C HOR U $ 


See, Neptune quit his watry car, 
Depos'd by Jove's decree ; 

Who hails a free-born Britiſh tar . 
The ſov*reign of the ſea. 


Now, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives and ſweet-hearts kind, 
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Perhaps to meet no more! 
Great Ceorge commands; it muſt be ſo; 
And glory calls; then let us go 

*Nor ſigh a with for ſhore, 


A ſail a-head, our decks we clear, 
4 Our canvaſs croud ; the chace we near ; 
| In vain the Frenchman flies. 
A broadſide pour'd thro? clouds of ſmoke ; 
Our captain roars, my hearts of oak, 
Now draw and board your prize: 


The ſcappers run with Gallic gore 
The white rag ſtruck, Monſieur no more 
Diſputes the Britiſh ſway. 
A prize, we tow her into port; 
Aud hark! ſalutes from every fort; 
Huzza! my fouls, huzza! © _ 


#0.N 0 the: 


FROM INCLE AND YARICO. 


UR grotto was the ſx eeteſt place ! 
The bending bows, with fragrance blowing, 
Wou'd check the brook's impetuous pace, 
Which murmur'd to be ſtop'd from flowing. 
*Tis there we met, and gaz'd our fill; 
Ah! think on this, and love me ſtill. 


| *Twas then my boſom firſt knew fear, 
Fear to an Indian maid a ſtranger; 
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The war ſong, arrows, hatchet, ſpear, 
All warn'd me of my lover's danger. 

For him did cares my boſom fil! ; 

Ah! think on this, and love me ill. 


s Oo NG 1561. 


LINGO'S ACCIDENCE. 
Sung by Mr Epwix, in the Agreeable Surprize. 


MO, amas, 
J love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender; 
Sweet cowſlips grace 
Is her nom'tive caſe, 


Aad ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


CHORU $. 


Rorum corum 
Sum divorum, 
Harum ſcarum ! 
Divo! 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwis and har- land, 
Hic, hot, horum genetivo | 


Can I decline, i 
A nymph divine? 
R 3 
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Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her oculus bright; 


Her manus white, 


And ſoft, when I ta her pulſe is. 
Rorum corum, Oe. 


Oh, how bella, 
My puella ? 


I'll kiſs ſecula feculorum : 
If I've luck, fir, 
She's my wor, 
9 dirs benediftorum ? 
Rorum corum, Oc. 


SON G 162, 


QUEEN MARY'S LAMENTATION. 


Sigh and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls can but echo my moan, 
Alas! it increaſes my pain, 
When I think of the days that are gone. 
Thro' the grate of my prifon I {ee 
The birds as they wanton in air, 
My heart, how it pants to be free, 
My Joes they are wild with deſpair. 


M e, tho? oppreſt by my fate, 
T burn with contempt for my foes, 
Tho? fortune has alter'd my ſtate, 


She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe: 
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Falſe woman, in ages to come, I 
Thy malice detefted ſhall be, 

And when we're laid cold in the tomb, 
Some heart ſtill will forrow for me. 


Ye roofs, where cold damps and diſmay, 
With ſilence and ſolitude dwell, 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How ſad tolls the evening bell! 
The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow wiad ſeems to murmur around, 
O mary! prepare thee to die, 
My blood it runs cold at the ſound, 


s O NG 163, 
W HAT argufies pride or ambition, 


Soon or late death will take us in tor. 
Each bullet has got its commiſlioa ; 


And when our time comes we muſt go. 


CH OR US 


Then drink and ſing, hang pain and ſorrow, 
The halter was made for the neck; 
He that's now 'live and luity—to-morrow, 


Perhaps may be ſtretch'd on the deck. 


There was little Tom Linſtock, of Dover, 
Got kill'd, and left Polly in pain; 

Poll eried but her grief was ſoon over, 
And then ſhe got married again. 


' 
' 

| 

| 

| 

4 

| 

| 
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ck Junk was ill uſed by Bet Crocker, 
And ſo took to ſucking the ſtuff, 

Till he tumbled in old Davy's locker, 
And then he got liquor enough. 


To a failor fays one, pray go never 
To ſea, your friends die there *tis ſaid ; 
Says Jack, will you fit up for ever, 
Becauſe your friends died in their bed. 


For our prize money, then to the proctor, 
Take of joy, while 'tis going our freak; 
For what argufies calling the doctor, 
When the anchor of life is a peak. 


s Oo N G 164. 
SWEET POLL or PLYMOUTH. 


S PoLL of PLYMOUTH is my dear+ 
When forc'd from her to go 

A-down her cheeks rain'd many a tear, 
My heart was fraught with woe: 


Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we left behind ; 

Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My ſighs increas'd the wind. 


We plough' d che deep, and now between 
Us lay the Ocean Wide; 

For five long years I had not ſeen. 
My iſweet—my bonny bride. 
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That time I ſail'd the world all round, 
All for my True-Love's ſake; 

But preſs'd, as home ward we were bound, 
I thought my heart would break. 


The preſs-gang bold I a{k'd in vain, 
To let me once on ſhore; 

I long'd to ſee my PoLL again, 
Bat ſaw my POLL no more! 


And have they torn my love away ? 
And is he gone, ſhe cry'd? | 
My Pol r, the ſweeteſt flower of May, 

Then languiſh'd, droop'd, and dy'd. 


| SON G 165. 
SEQUEL To SWEET POLL or PLYMOUTH. 


V HEN Epwarp firſt heard Pol of PLYMOUTH 
was dead, 

The functions of life made a pauſe ; 

His piteous eye ſtood agaſt in his head, 

Eis hipmates enquired the cauſe ; 

Reviewing awhile; he addreſs'd them all round, 

Wich his hand cloſely preſs'd to his heart; 

Within this ſad letter at once I have found, 

The ſceptre of death and his dart. 


It tells me my dear PoLL of PLYMOUTH is dead, 
My comfort, my joy, and my life 
When I was torn from her, ſhe flew to her bed, 
and iighing, reſign'd her dear life; 
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He fancy'd he ſaw his dear PoLL in the clouds, 
Oh! ſtay for poor Epwarn, he cries ; 

Then, ſwift as his fancy he ran up the ſhrouds, 
And eagerneſs flaſh'd in his eyes. 


He call'd to all hands, and he gave a loud ſhriek, 
And now quite diſtraded he raves 
Oh, do not you ſee my poor heart's ſprung aleak! 
Then plung'd himſelf into the waves: 
All hands were employ'd to prevent his {ad fate, 
The long-boat was hoiſted in vain 
They dragy'd him on board, but, alas! *twas too late, 
For he never once breathed again. 


$0 NG 166. 
A NEW HUNTING SONG. 


T HE bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, 
And dew-drops beſpangle the ſweet · ſcented thorn, 
Then ſound, brother ſprotſmen, found, ſound, the gay 


horn, | | 
Till Phœbus awakens the day; 
And ſee! now he riſes in ſplendor how bright! 
In Pzan ! for Phaebus the god of delight, 
Al: glorious in beauty, now baniſhes light. 
Then mount, boys, to horſe and away 


What raptures can equal the joys of the chace ? 
Health, bloom, and contentment appear in each face, 
And in our ſwift courſers what beauty can grace, 
While we the fleet ſtag do purſue. 


"am, 
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At the deep and harmonious {ſweet cry of the hounds, 
Wing'd with terror, he burſts from the foreſt's wide 
bounds, 
Yet tho? like the lightning he darts o'er the grounds, 
Still, ſtill, we ſhall keep him in view. 


When chac'd till quite ſpent, he his life does reſign, 

Our victim we'll offer at Bacchus's ſhrine, 

And revel in honour of Nimrod divine, 
That hunter ſo mighty of fame: 

Our glaſſes then charge to our country and King, 

Love and beauty we'll fill to, and jovially fing, 

Wiſhing health and ſucceſs, till we make the houſe ring, 
To all ſportſmen and ſons of the game. 


$0 N G' 167. 


SBTLL Y Tan BY ATI 


A Favourite BALL an. 


Written by J. oa. 


F all the young ſhepherds that dance on the green, 
Sure W/lly's the blitheſt that ever was ſeen; 

His carriage ſo eaſy, his looks debonair, © 

And a tongue form'd by nature to flatter the fair: 


At the ſports on the green he behav'd himſelf ſo, 
That the laſſes declar'd he was Billy the Beau. 


As I was a going one morn to the fair, 

He briſkly approach'd with a love- looking air; 
Then utter'd a many fine things in my praiſe, 

I ner had ſuch compliments paid in my days; 
He gave me a fairing, I could not ſay no, 

$0 gently *rwas offer'd by Billy the Beau. 
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My mother, ſhe bids me beware of his art, 

Leſt his flattery too ſoon ſhould Jay hold of my heart; 
Her counſil is good, but I fear comes too late, 

For already I find that to love him's my fate ; 

My heart, when I think on him, ſighs out © heigh ho!“ 


So much ?*tis in favour of 5 the Beau. 


Yet prudence, I promiſe, my paſſion ſhall guide, 
No flattery ſhall draw me from virtue afide ; 

If his meaning is honeſt, my love ſhall reward, 
His honour and truth with a conſtant regard; 
But if to deceive me he tries, let him go 
Farewell, then for ever, to Billy the Beau. 


$0 NG 168, 
d. 4 OUNG Jockey, who teiz'd me a twelve-month or 


more, 
Now bolder 1s grown then was mortal before ; 
He whitpers ſuch things as no mortal ſhould hear, 


And he preſſes my lips with a warmth I can't bear. 


With ſtories of love he would ſoften my mind, 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief inclin'd; 
But 1 yow not a moment I'll truſt him alone, 
And when next he grows rude 1 will bid him begone. 


Of honour and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 
Ard his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke: 
Ile inall find bis miſtake if he veritures to uy: 
For, than yield on fuch terms, oh! Lrather would die. 
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With no creature beſide he ſuch freedom dare take; 
Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake; 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt? 

Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt ? 


Oh! Jockey; reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Leſt you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain : 
If you change your behaviour, and to church chuſe to go, 
Ill forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay, No. 


$ ON G 169. 
True GENERAL HUNT. 


1 horſe, ye jolly ſportſmen, 
And greet the new- born day; 

Inceſſant, lo! thro? nature's field, 
Each creature hunts his prey. 


And a hunting, Ec. 


Dame nature teaches Reynard, craſt 
T* o'er-rich the feather d flocks ; 
And we purſae the chiding dogs, 
While they run down the fox. | 
And a hunting Gs. 


Minkind hunt one another; 
Your great men hant the ſmall; 
Some hint for heaven, and ſome for hell; 
Old Satan hunts us all. 
Ani a hunting, Er. 


Some fein would hunt for honour, 
A game that's hard to find ; 
| 8 
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The needy hunt for charity, 
And may go hunt the wind, 


Aud a hunting, Ce 


Our patriots loudly bellow, 
The nation's deſp'rate caſe, 
While all their ſtir and buſtle's made 
In hunting out a place, 
Ard a hunting, &, 


Full cry the tories hunt the whigs, 
Who in their turas purſue ; 
And running one another down, 


Run down their country too. 
| And a hunting, &c. 


The lawyer hunts out quibbles, 
Your title to maintain; 
He'll hunt the right till it be wrong, 
Then hunt it back again. | 
| | And a hunting, &t 


The-toper daily hunts his pot, 
Both care and ſenſe to drown ; 
Whilſt gameſters hunt another's purſ2 


And loſe fight of their o]. ; 
And a hunting, Oc. 


IJ be laTes hunt their lovers, 
Each lover hunts his laſs; | 
The fop in chace of his dear face, 


Haunts out his looking glaſs. 5 
| And a hunting, Cc. 
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O'er hill and dale with hound and horn, 
Let's hunt boys while tis light; 

Then joyous we'll o'er flowing bowls 

Revive the chace at night. 


And a hunting, &c. 
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ON eher ami, ami tres cher, 
My love ſhall ſoothe thy every care, 
Thou, in return, fhalt ſanle on me, 
Nor ought but joy our life ſhall fee. 
Mon cher ami. 


Uuder ſweet friendſhip's facred name, 
Tho breaſt ſhall til] retain the flame, 
With which it long has glow'd for me; 
Thy conſtant wedded friend I'll be, a 
=p | Mion cher ami. 


Vaited Rus, may every year 

Thy Lydia grow to thee more dear; 
Nor ſue for pity more from me, 

Nor droop for her who lives for thee. 


Mon cher ami. 


s ON O 171. 
From INCLE and YARIC O. 


OM, let us dance and firig, 


While all Barbadoes bells ſhall ring. 
Love ſcrapes the fiddle ſtring, 
And Venus plays the lute; 
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Hymen gay foots away, 

Happy at our wedding day, 

Cocks his chin, and figures in, 
To tabor, fife, and flute. 


Since thus each anxious care 

Is vaniſh'd into empty air, 

Ah! how can I forbear, 
To join the jocund dance ? 


Too and fro couples go, 


On the light fantaſtic toe, 
While with glee, merrily, 
The roſy hours advance. 


When firſt the ſwelling ſen 

Hither bore my love and me, 

What then my fate would be, 
Little did I think— 

Tho? taught: to know care and woe, 

Happy ſtill is Yarico: 

Since her love will conſtant prove, 
And nobly ſcorns to ſhrink. 


bobs now I'm bud for 1. 


My fortune's fair, tho? black's my * 


Who fears domeſtic ſtrife— 
Who cares now a ſouſe: 

Merry cheer,. my dingy dear, 
Shall find with her FaQotum hexe, 
Night and day PI friſk and play, 
About the houſe, with Wows, 


Come, &c. 


Come, Ec. 


Come, &c. , 


Come, &c. 
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Let Patty ſay à word, 

A chambermaid may ſure be heard: 

gure men are grown abſurd, 
Thus taking black for white! 

To hug and kiſs a dingy miſs, 

Will hardly ſuit an age like this 

Unleſs here ſome friends appear, x 
Who like this wedding night. Come, &c. 
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HRO' waves and winds, in days that are no more, 
I held the helm, and ne'er ran foul of ſhore ; 
In pitch dark nights my reck'ning proy'd ſo true, 
I rode out ſafe the hardeſt pale that blew. 
And when for fight the ſignal high was ſhown, 
Thro' ſmoke and fire, old Boreas ſtrait bore down 
But now my timbers are not fit for ſea; 


Old England's wooden walls the toaſt ſhall be. 


From age to age, as ancient ſtory ſhows, 

We rul'd the deep in ſpite of envious foes ; 

And ſtill aloft, tho' worlds combin'd we riſe ; 

Now all at home are ſplic'd in friendly ties. | 
la loud broadſides we'll tell both France and Spain, 
We're own'd by Neptune, ſov'reigns of the main, 
O wou'd my timbers were now fit for ſea! 

Yet England's wooden walls my toaſt ſhall be. 


S' 3 


* * 
* 
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From INCLE AND YA RICO. 


Clerk I was in London gay, 
Jemmy limkum feedle, 
And went in boots to ſee the play, 
Merry fiddlem tweedle. 
I march'd the lobby, twirl'd my ſtick, -- 
Diddle daddle, deedle ; 
The girls all cry'd, He's quite the kick! 
Oh Jemmy linkum feedle ! 


Mey! for America I ſail, 
Yankee doodle deedle ; 

The ſailor boys cry'd, ſmoke his tail! 
Jemmy linkum feedle. 

On Engliſh belles I turn d my back, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle ; 

And got a foreign fair quite black, 
Oh twaddle, twaddle, tweedle! 


Your London girls, with roguiſh trip, 
Wheedle, wheedle, wheedle, 

Boaſt their pouting under-lip, 
Fiddle, faddle, feedle. 

My Wows would beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle, daddle, deedle, 

Whoſe upper-lip pouts twice as much 
Oh pretty double wheedle ! 


Rings I'll buy to deck her toes, 
Jemmy liakum feedle ; 

A feather fire ſhall grace her noſe, 
Waving fiddle feedle. 


1 


With jealouſy I neꝰer ſhall burſt, 
Who'd ſteal my bone of bone-a ? 
A white Othello, I can truſt 
A dingy Deſdemona. 
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Fou THE FARMER. 


M* dear Mem how you clack away, 
King George's Engliſh hack away; 
Go preſs your cheeſe, 
And feed your geeſe, 
Tuck up your duds and pack away. 


Then hop, my pretty pet, along, 

And down the dance lead Bet along, 
But Rundy's tick + 
Your back ſhall lick. 


You ſauey monkey, get along. 


Ma chere ami, tout autre choſe, 

Tho? gentlemen of bully knows, 
Oh! nothing yet, 
Before my Bet, 

I kick a ſhin or pull a noſe. 


Your love is incompatible, 

Since I am not come: at- able! 
For dance we're ripe, 
D'ye hear the pipe 

And tabor, how rat - tat · able! 
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' On THAT Lone BANK whtens LUBIN p'. 
Sung by Mr Simmans, at the Theatre North-Shteldr. 


O N that lone bank where Lubin dy'd, 
Fair Roſalie, a wretched maid, 

Sat weeping o'er the cruel tide, 

Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade ; 

Oh! may ſome kind, ſome gentle wave, 
Waft him to this mournful ſhore; 

Theſe tender hands ſhould dig his grave, 
And deck his corpſe with flowers o'er. 


I'd ever watch his mould”ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt; | 
When time his form has worn away, 
His duft I'd place within my breaſt ; 
While thus ſhe mourn'd, her Lubin loft, 
And echo to her grief reply'd, 
Lo! at her feet his corpſe was toſt ! 
She ſhriek'd! ſhe claſp'd him! figh'd, and dy'd? 


SONG 176. 
TE DAUNTLESS SAILOR. 


HE dauntleſs ſailor leaves his home, 
Each ſoſter joy and eaſe; ö 
To diſtant climes he loves to roam, 
Nor dreads the boiſt'rous ſeas: 
His heart, with hopes of victory gay, 
Scorns from the foe to run; 
Tn battle terrors melt away, 
As ſnow before the ſun. 


L . 


Then all the nations of the world 
Britannia's flag would lower; 
Her banners ſtill ſhall wave unfurl'd, 
And dare her haughty power: 
But ſee, Bellona ſheaths her ſword, 
Huſh'd is the augry main; 
The cannon's roar no.more is heard, 
dveet peace reſumes her reign. 


He haſtes unto his native ſhore, 
Where dwell ſweet joy and reſt; 
His lovely Suſan's ſmiles implore, 
To crown and make him bleſt; | 
Now, all the toils and dangers paft, 
And Suſan's love remains; | 
The honeſt tar is bleſt at laft. 


Her ſmiles reward his pain. 
s O N G 177, 
Tat MANSIO Nor PEACE. 


RECITATIVE. 


OFT zephyr, on thy balmy wing, 
Thy gentleſt breezes hither bring; 

Her flumbers guard ſome hand divine, 

Ah! watch her with a care like mine. 


AIR. 
A roſe from her boſom has ſtray'd, 
I'll ſeek to replace it with art; 
But no, *twill her flumbers invade, 
l' wear it, fond youth, next my heart. 


——— Om . 1 * 
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The flame riſes faſt—you — in my pain, 
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Alas! filly roſe, hadſt thou known, 
"Twas Daphne that gave thee that place, 
Thou ne'er from thy {tation hadſt flowa ; 


Her boſom's the manſion of peace. 
so * G 178, 
TE CHEROKEE INDIAN. 
2 H E fun ſets in dight, 0 the ſtars ſhun the 
day, 
But glory remains when their lights fade away; 


Begin ye tormentors, your threats are in vain, 
For the ſon of Alknomook will sever complain. 


Remember the arrows be ſhot from his bow 
Remember the chiefs by his hatchet laid low ; 
Why ſo flow? do you wait till I ſhrink from che 


pain? 
No the ſon of Alknomook vin never complain. 


Remember the wood where i in ambuſh we lay, | 
And the ſcalps which we bare from your nation 
away; 


But the ſon of Alknomook will never complain. 


I go to the land where my father is gone, 
His ghoſt ſhall rejoice in the fame of his ſon; 
Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from pain, 
And thy ſon O Alknomook, has ſcorn'd to complain. 
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30 NG 179. 
NOBODY KNOWS WHAT. 


12 ſing you a ſong, it is my intention, 
Moſt folks Iwill ſneer at, yet nobody mention, 
Nobody! —-yxou'll cry—Lard ! that muſt be ſtuff; 


Why, in ſinging Pm * that's the firſt proof. 
Cho. 7. od de rol, 


Tis nobody, nobody ſees the pranks play'd, 
When nobody's by, —betwixt maſter and maid ; 
When ſhe cries out be quiet, ſomebody will hear us, 
He ſoftly replies, child, there's nobody near us. 
| Tel de rol. 


But big with child proving, ſhe's quickly diſcarded, 
When favours are granted nobody's rewarded ; 
When examin'd, ſhe cries out, oh! Jeſu forbid it, 
If 'm got with child—why nobody did it. 

Tol de rol, 


When by ſtealth the gallant the wanton wife leaves 
The footſteps are heard, and her ſpouſe think's its thieves, 


He ſtarts in a fright, calls out loudly—who's there, 
The wife pats his cheek—cries—nobody my dear. 


Tol de 5 


Nobody's a name ev'ry body will own, 
When ſomething they ſliould be afraid of they've 4055 4335 
Tis a name that is fit for old maids and young beaus, 


For what are they born for : why nobody knows. 
| Tol de hol. 
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But of nobody now here enough has been ſung, 
If nobody's angry, then nobody's wrong; 

I hope for my ſpeaking I cannot be blam'd, 
Who can be offended when nobody's nam'd 


Tel de ral. 


SO NG 189, 


' From the PoOR SOLDIEz. 


UCH beauties in view, I 
Can never praiſe too high? 
Not Pallas's blue eye 
Is brighter than thine ; 
Nor fount of S̃uſinnah, 
Nor gold of fair Dang, 
Nor moon of Diana 
So clearly can ſhine. 
Not beard of Silenus, 
Nor treſſes of Venus, 
I ſwear by quœ genus, 
With your's cad compare ; 
Not Hermes caduces, 
Nor flower de luces, 
Nor all the nine mules 
To me are ſo fair, 


CHORUS. 


What pofics and reies 
To noſes diſcloſes, 
Your breath is as ſweet as a breeze of freſh ain, 
o the tip of your lip, 
As they trip, the bees dip, 
Honey ſip, like choice flip, 
And their Hybia forgot. 


3 
L. 305. 1 


When girls like you paſs us, 
I ſaddle Pegaſſus, 


And ride up Parnaſſus, 
To Helicon's ſtream. 


Even that 1s a puddle, 
Where others may muddle; 
My noſe let me fuddle? | 
In bowls of your cream. 
Old Jove, that great Hector, 
Of gods the director, 
May tipple his nectar, 
And thunder above; 
I'd quaff off a full can, 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove, the old bull can, 
To her that I love. 


SONG 187. 


TBB JOLLY TOPER. 


A Bacchanalian. 


| Ye a hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd ſot, 

Who never yet thought of treaſon, or plot: 

A bottle that is mellow is the chief of my cares, 

And I guzzle each night, till I'm carried up ſtairs. 

lu the tombs of the brave ones, the wealthy, and 
wiſe, 

We are only inform'd, that“ Under he Hes;“ 

'Tis a hint that 1 like not, a trumapery tale, 


So I now drown the thoughts on'c in flaggens of ale. 
o by © k 
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They may name me fot, blockhead, or e'en what 
they will; | 

But if wealth, nor if riches, nor if wiſdom, or ſkill, 

Can their owners preſerve from a 'church-yard, or 
prie{t, | 

Why, I'll live as J like it for method's a jeſt. 

On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, 

For ſhe taught me to love and ſhe taught me to 
drink 3 

To my pleaſures full power ſhe taught me to give, 

And I' flick to her maxims as long as I live. 

I've money, good tore on't, and ſpend it I muſt; 

Be roaring and merry, but honeſt and juſt, 

That, cold in my coffin, my landlord may ſay, 

He's gone and he's welcome—there's nothing to 
pay. 


$0NG 182. 


Tus SAILOR's DELIGHT. 
Sung by Mr BANNISTER. 


| O ME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 
| And let us merry be, 
Our cann is full, well pump it out, 


And then all hands to ſea: 
| And a ſciling we «vill ge. 


Fine Miſs at dancing-ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread, 
But we go better when we've brought 


The fore-tack to cat-head. 


- 
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The Jockey's eall'd to horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race, 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace, 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 
His pack the huntſman chears ; 

As loud we hollow when we ſend 
A broadhde to monſieurs. | 


The What's their names, at uproar ſquall, 
With mufic fine and ſoft, 


But better ſound's our boatſwain's call, 
All hands, all hands aloft. 


With gold and filver ſtreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew, | 

But Englith ſhips much grander ſhine, 
When prizes home we tow. 


What's get on ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives ; 

And then, my boys, hoilt ſail for more, 
Thus paſs the ſailors lives. 


I —— — — RR — — 
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SON G 183, 


DUET. 


Sung in the Doctor and Apothecary. 


WO maidens fat complaining, 
And mourn'd their hapleſs lot, 
The pangs of abſence paining, 
Each by her love forgot. 


oy 
On every former token 


Of love, while fancy hung, 
Of vows ſo ſweet, yet broken, 
They deeply ſighing, ſung. 


© At every ſound they hear, 
„With fond alarm they ſtart, 
„Alternate hope and fear, 

+ Now joy, now pain impart.”? 


By each ſound miſguided, 

Alas! they only find | 

Their tears, their ſighs derided, 
On every former token 


Ct love, &c. 
SONG 184. 
AIR, Ii ditto. 


ET angry Ocean to the ſky, 
In proud diſpite his billows roll; 
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Let thunders to his threats reply, 


Fear is a ſtraager to my ſoul. 
Within the heart which love ill ume: 
Ani bleſſes with his ſacred rays, 


If meaner paſſion e' er preſumes, 


It fades before the hallow'd blaze. 


Tho? war with ſullen aſpe& low'r, 


And crimfon o'er the troubled wave, 
And emulate the lightning's power, 


The dangers of the fight I brave. 
Within the heart, &c. 


8 ON G 185. 


AIR, in ditto, 


HE ſummers heat beitowing 
Their influence on the roſe, 
Perfe& its charms when blowing 
And every ſweet diſcloſe. 


Yet ſummers ſuns denying 
The zephyr and the flower; 
Their fervid glow applying, 
Deſtroy theſe favourite flowers.- 


The love-ſick heart requiring 
The ſun-ſkine of ſucceſs ; 
Continual bliſs defiring, 
Yet ſickens with exceſs. 
23 
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The fond, the ſecret tear, 


Soft paſſion keeps alive ; 
The breath of doubt and fear, 
Like Zephyrs bid it thrive. 


SON G 186, 


AlR, n ditto. 
O W miſtaken is the lover, 


Who on words build hopes of bleſs - 
And fondly think ſure love diſcovers 
If perchance we anfwer, yes. 
Prompted often by diſcretion, 
Is the ſeeming kind expreſſion, 
When the tongue, the heart belying, 


Dares not to venture on denying, . 
But in ſpite of diſcontent, 


Gives the ſemblage of conſent. 
How miſtaken, &c. 


Ah! how vain is art's profeſſion, 

Tho? the fault'ring tongue comply'd ! 

What avails the cold confeſſion, 

If tho? averted eyes deny! 

Happier far the experienc'd ſwain, 

Knows he triumph mult attain, 

When ia vain ſucceſs'eſs trial, 

F.angnarre ves the faint denial: 

While the eyes V etray che fiction, 

In delightful gontradiction; 

And the checks with Huſhes glow, 

And the tongue ſtil flutters, 30. 
How miſtaken, &c. 


OB + —— —— — — 
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s O N G 187. 


TARRO W VALE. 


Sung by Mr ILirr. 


| bay Yarrow-vale, by Varrow- ſtreàm, 
Where love, and youth, and beauty ſtray'd ; 

Oftꝰ thro” the twilight's waving gleam, 

Sweet Mary trac'd the dewy way; 
She lov'd the meads, the tow'ring trees, 

The fanning of the weſtern gale ; 
Yet ſigh'd for ſomething {till to pleaſe, 

In Larrow. ſtream, in Yarrow-vale. 


—— IO ons — — — — — 
— — —— — — 


In Yarrdw-vale, by Yarrow-ſtream, 

Sweet pleaſure reigns—ſhe penſive ſaid 
Here ſhades indulge the ſhepherd's dream, 

And zephyrs ſooth the ſlumb'ring maid ; 
While I in langour muling rove, 

Liſt'ning the lonely woodlark's wail; 
And the woods unheeded rove, 

By Yarrow-ſtream, in Yarrow-vale. 


| 
1 
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In Yarrow-vale, by Yarrow-ſtream, 
Nature his friend—his guardian love; 

Colin beneath the moon's ſoft beam, 
Had follow'd Mary thro' the grove ; 

He look'd—ſhe bluſh'd—he ſpoke—hhe ſigh'd— 
Nc words are made to tell the tal; 

O charming meads and pr es, the cry'd, 
By Yarrow -fream, in Yarrow-vale. 
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s Oo N G 188, 
FE VOUS AMIE DF TOUT MON COEUR. 
Sung by M BERTLES. 


* OUNG William was a wealthy ſwain, 
Who ſtrove my ſimple heart to gain: 

Full oft with ſighs my hand he preſt, 

And vow'd ſweet peace had left his breaſt ; 

And while with tears his eyes ran o'er, 

Cry'd, Je vous amis de tout mon Cœur. 


Ah! ſurely gentle youth I cry'd, 

You wou'd not take me for your bride; - 
A ruſtic laſs untaught, unknown, 

With nought that ſhe can call her own: 

Sweet maid, he cry'd, thy doubts give o'er, 

For Je vous amie de tout mon Cœur. 


Alas, ſaid I, but ſhould I leave 
My mother, ſhe would ſurely grieve ; 
For ſhe's as poor as poor can be, 


With no ſupport, no friend but me 


For her, he cry'd, Pve wealth in ſtore, 
Oh, Je vous amie de tout mon Cœur. 


My wealth, my ſoul, ſaid he, are thine, 
Then ler's away to Hymen's ſhrine; 

I bluſh'd conſent, to ci.urch we went, 
And tho” long fince, I don't repent; 
For illi am chears each riſing hour, 
With Je vous aime de tout mon Cœur. 
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$0 N 189. 


AND SAY NO. 


Sung by Miſe PooL. 


M* mother ſays I'm now ſixteen, 
Muſt dreſs, in the beau-monde be ſeen, 
Reply to all the vows of men, 
No, no, no, no, no, no: 
In ſweeteſt bud there canker lies, 
And in the roſe ſharp thorns ariſe, 
All this ſhe ſays to make me wiſe, 
And ſay no, no, no, no. 


When Henry t'other morning came, 

Profeſs'd an honeſt tender flame; er 

And aſk'd me if the day I'd name, Io 
J ſaid no, no, no, no: 

I told him, mother Pd obey, 

And muſt reply of courſe with nay, 

He ſigh'd—then. thall I far away, 
I ſaid no, no, no, no. 


My ſpeaking tears betray'd my love, 
He faid, ſhall Hymen doubt remove, 
To church you'll not deny to rove, 
I ligh'd no, no, no, no. 
My mother now I have obey'd, 
Attended well to what ſhe fad, 
And will to all-—but him I wed, 
Still tay no, no, no, no. 


* 
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fis all for Patty, little Patty, Patty Clover, Patty Clover, 
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0 N O 190. 


PATTY CLOVER. 
Sung by Mr BLANCHARZD. 


W HE N little, on the village green 
We play d, I learn'd to love her: 
She ſeem'd to me ſome fairy queen, 
So light tripp'd Patty Clover: 
Patty Clover, Patty Clover, Patty Clover, Patty Clover, 
So light, ſo light, ſo light tripp'd Patty Clover. 


With every ſimple childiſh art, 
I try'd each day to move ber; 
The cherry pluck'd, the bleeding heart, 
To pive to Patty Clover; 
To give to Patty, little Party, Patty Clover, Patty Clover, 


To give toto give toto give to Patty Olover. 


The faireſt flow'rs to deck her breaſt, 


I choſe an infant lover; 


1 ſtole the goldfinch from its neſt, 


To ſing to Patty Clover: | 
To fing to Patty, little Patty, Patty Clover, Patty Clone 
To ſing, to fing, to king to Patty Clover. 


Tho” tout, II ſure be conſtant till, 
Nor ever be a rover; 

If means increaſe, and coffers fill, 
Tis all fur Patty Clover: 


\_ Tis all, us all, *tis all for Patty Clover. 


aw , 
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s ON G 191. 


HOOT AWA YE LOON. 


A favourite Scotch Song, ſung by Miſs Leary. 


W HEN weary Sol gang'd down the weſt, 
And ſilver Cynthia roſe, 


The flow'r enamell'd banks I preſt, 
Where cryſtal Eden flows ; 

Young Jockey ſat him by my ſide, 
I ken'd his meaning ſoon, 

He aſk'd a kiſs, I ſcornful cry d, 
Ah! hoot awa ye loon. 


Dear Peggy din ye flout a youth, 
Or gi that boſom pain, 

Which pants wi? honour and wi' truth, 
To take thee for its ain; 

Then on his pipe he ſweetly play'd 
A maiſt delightful tune, 

But na mair words to him I ſpoke 
Than © hoot awa ye loon.“ 


He ſaid meſs John ſhould us unite, 
If I to kirk wad gang, 

My boſom beat wi' new delight, 
Wi' him I went alang; 

The bonny lad I found fincere, 
Not waining hke the moon, 

So dear I loo him, I na mair 
Will “ hoot awa ye loon.” 
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s ON G 192, 


LET HIM TELL HIS ME ANING. 


Sung by Mi PooLE. 


A MONG the ſwains who trip the plains, 
Young Johnny is moſt ſmart, 

He ſings ſo ſweet and looks ſo neat, 
I fear he's won my heart, 

Beneath a ſhade I once was laid, 
And he was over leaning: 

He heav'd a ſigh I can't tell why, 
I wita I knew his meaning. 


My tender lambs and bleating dams, 
When o'er the lawn I trace, 

With pleaſing air he ſtill is near, 
And gazes on my face; 

When horns and hounds awake the morn, 


He finds me then a gleaning, 


Then tells a tale which might prevail, 


It once 1 knew his meaning. 


It once? inclin'd to tell his mind, 
If wediock is his plan, 


Then void of ſtrife I'Il prove a wife, 


And do the beit I can; 
I n-*cr will vex or him perplex, 
Or wicked things be ſcen in; 
For he ſnail prove how much 1 love, 
But let him tell lis meaning. 


3 12 


s Oo N G 193. 


H the horn calls away, 
Come the grave, come the gay. 

Wake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 

Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


AIR, 


From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See the ſun beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains ſo high, 
Shrilly opes the ſtunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the valleys reply. 


Our fore fathers, ſo good, 
Proved their greatneſs of blood, 


By encount' ting the pard and the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the face, 
Age and youth urg'd the chace, 
And taught wocd ands and foreſts to roar, 


Hence of nuble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 


Where the boſom of nature's reveaPd ; 
Tho! in life's buſy day, 


Man of man makes a prey, 
Still let ours be the prey of the field. 


With the chace in full ſight, 
Gods ! how preat the delight, 

Row our mortal ſenſations refine ;- 
Where 1s care ? where 1s fear ? 
Like the winds in the rear, 

And the man's loſt in ſomething divine. 

U 
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New FOUR AND TWENTY FIDLERS, 


1288 and twenty fidlers all on a row, 

Four and twenty fidlers all on a row ; 

There was fiddle faddle, and ummi dit double dam- 
me demi ſemi quibble down below ;—'Tis my lady's 
holiday, therefore we'll be merry. 


Four and twenty harpſichords all on a row ; 
There was flow time, quick time, common and' triple 


time, in concord, uniſon and diſcord, with fiddle 
faddle, &c. 


Four and twenty ladies all on a row; 
There was tittle tattle, prittle prattle, do you take in 


the world? no, I take in the. public, with flow 
time, &c. 


Four and twenty waſherwomen all on a row; 
Up to their elbows in ſuds, with prittle prattle, tittle 


tattle, taking in the world and the public, with ſlow 
time, &c. 


Four and twenty pat liament men all on a row; 
There was majority and minority, in argument and rea- 


ſon, without any treaſon, up to their elbows in ſude, 
with tittle tattle, &c. 


Four and twenty lawyers all on a row 1 

There was deeds of conveyance with a ſettlement in 
tail, with majority and minority, up to their elbows. 
1a ſuds, with uttle tattle, &c. 


f zag 1 - 


Four and twenty old maids all on a row; 


There was, Oh! I hate all male creatures, with their 
_ deeds of conveyance and ſettlements in tail, &c. 


Four and twenty box-lobby loungers all on a row; 
There was in at half price in whole boots, a diſgrace to 
all male creatures, with their deeds of conveyance, &c. 


Four and twenty auctioneers all on a row; 
There was who bids more, a pretty lot, juſt a going in 
at half price in whole boots, a diſgrace, &c. 


Four and twenty committee men all on a row; 
There was impeachment of India governors, Sharm of. 
high crimes and miſdemeanors, a pretty lot, who bids 


more, juſt a going, in at half price in whole boots, 
a diſgrace, &c. 


Four and twenty Lingos All on a row; 

There was Moſes, Homer, Judas and Wat Tyler, with 
charges of high treaſon and miſdemeanors, a pretty 
lot, who bids more, juſt a going, in at half price with 
whole boots, a diſgrace to all male creatures, with 
their deeds of conveynance and ſettlements in tail, 
majority and minority, arguments and reaſon without 
any treaſon, tittle rattle, prittle prattle, up to their 
elbows in ſuds, taking in the world and the public by 


flow time, quick time, in concord, uniſon and diſ- 
cord, with fiddle faddle, &c. 


U3 
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s ON G 195. 


Taz TEAR. 


E NG had Alcandor ſigh'd in vain, 
And felt loves agonizing pain 
Nor could Euphraſia then diſcover, 
By words the torments to her lover; 


For modeſty in both conceal'd, 
What nature wiſh'd to have reveaPd. «= 


Meeting her once by chance in tears, 

Ke ventur'd to dectare his fears; 

And ardently he ſought to know, 

The fource from whence thoſę tears could flow; 
For, in a form ſo heavenly fair, 

He thought no grief could harbour there. 


Nor could ſhe then the cauſe confeſs, 
Bat ſoftly ſaid look nigh and gueſs ; 
Wah faulter ing accent as ſhe ſpeaks, 
Tie dew-drops gliſteu down ber cheeks; 
Wiulſt he no further could advance, 
Than juſt to caſt a mid glance. 


In dread ſuſpence, the youth eſpies 

A tear, zuſt ſtarting from her eyes: - 
He gaz'd and (what he leaſt expected) 

Tae cryſtal orb himſelf reflected; 

With modeft vows he own'd his flame, 

And what he faw he dar d to name. 


— 
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With tranſport next he ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
And drank the Tear on hearing © Tes!“ 
Reſerve at length, was laid aſide, 
Euphraſia made his happy Bride: 

And may no ills their bliſs deſtroy ; 

But, all their tears be tears of joy! 


$0 NG 196, 
Tut COTTAGERS. 


F ROM this roof young Willy went, 
Whea the Lark firſt left its bed ; 

Whiſp'ring be my love content, 

Ito diſtant vales mult tread, 

But when the evening's ſtar appears, 

Thro' the dews VII ſeek this ſpot, 

Let me kiſs away thy tears, 

'Tis with grief I leave the cot, 


This he ſaid then ſtrode away, 
O'er the heathy mountain far : 

® to guide him left he ſtray, 
Riſe thou bleſſed evening ſtar! 

See it beams !—and hark his ſong ! 
Sweetly to my ear tis borne, 

Blithe my Shepherd trips along, 
Faithful to his vows at morn ! 


$0NG 197. 
TAE GARLAND. 


T H E pride of ev'ry grove I choſe, 
The violet ſweet and lily fair; 
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The dappled piuk and bluſhing roſe, 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 


At morn the nymph vouchfaf'd to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 
The flow'rs lefs blooming than her face, 


The ſcent leſs fragrant than her breath. 


 Undreſt at ewning, when ſhe found 

Their odours loſt, their colours paſt, 

Her looks ſhe chang'd, and on the ground, 
Her garland, and her eye ſhe caſt.- 


| That eye dropt ſenſe, diſtin& and clear, 
As any Muſe's tongue could ſpeak, 
When from its lid a pearly tear. 


Ran trickling down her beauteous check ; 


She ſigh'd, and, pointing to the flow'rs, 
The lovely virgin ſmil'd and ſaid, 

« See, friend, in ſome few flceting hours, 
« Sce yonder, what a change is made 


6% Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 
& And that of beauty are but one: 


© At morn both flouriſh, fair and gay, 
Both fade at ev'ning pale and gone.“ 


s ON G 198. 
TANTIVY, HARK FORWARD; HUZZA! 


Sung by Mrs IL1F. 


N paſtime no ſport can with hunting compare, 
Let each lad and laſs to the field then repair, 
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While health, roſy health, with delight ſhall keep pace, 

And prove there's nojoy like the joy of the chace. ; 

When the horn's ſprightly notes calls the ſportſman 
away, 


Tantivy, Tantivy, hark forward, huzza ! 


Let faſhion and ſcandal and cards ſhare the time 

Of your fine London ladies who murder their prime: 
Give me the delight that enliven this place, 

While echo reechoed gives joy to the chace : 


O'er mountain, o'er valley, with ſpeed haſte away, 
No longer our innocent paſtimes delav ; 

Aurora to welcome with bright ruddy face, 

Let echo reechoed give joy to the chace. 


s ON G 199. 
"CONTENT. 


Arre ND all ye nymphs and ye ſwains of the green, 
For you I have rov'd the plain round; 


Whole months I've been prying, and now 1 have ſeen, 
Where ſmiling contents to be found. 
= 


I ſought her *mongſt crouds, and in each gaudy place, 
But theſe were the manſions of care; 


In the palace of greatneſs unknowa was her face, 
Contentment had never been there. 


At laſt near a brook to a cottage I ſtray'd, 
With a few ſingle ſheep on the green: 

The roſe and the woodbine their ſweetneſs diſplay 'd, 
Not plenty, but health bleſt the ſcene. 
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Good-nature appear'd and unlock'd me the door, - 
Nor knew what my coming there meant; 


How great my ſurprize, here my ſearch was all o der; 
She 010 me her name was content. 


— 


$0 N G 200. 
KATE Or ABERDEEN 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton in the winding ſtream, 

And kiſs reflected light. | ; 
To courts begone, heart-ſoothing ſleep, 

Where you've ſs ſeldom been; 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 

With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expeQant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May. 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare, 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


PII tune my pipe to playful notes, 


And rouſe yon nodding grove, . | 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their 
And hail the maid I love. 
At her approach, the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new - dreſs'd green: 
Fond bird ! tis not the morning breaks, 


Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


( 225 J 


How blitheſome &'er the dewy mead, 

Where elves diſportive play, 

The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay ; 

Till May in morning robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen, 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 

Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


$S O N G 201. 
DEAR LE VERR O . 


Sung by MV Poor. 


Once had a lover that try'd ev'ry art, 

To make me believe he was honeſt at heart; 
He call'd me a goddeſs, Diana, and dear, 
To my chamber I flew, he follow'd me there: 
In vain the purſuit, tho' he vow'd to prove true, 
My only proteQion was dear Le Vercou. 


In ſolitude oft flaw'd the heart grieving tear, 

In vain was each ſigh, for I ſcorn'd to give ear; 
Nis Sentiments feign'd mere deception and plot, 
e'd love me for ever but marry me not: 


Sv | bade him get hence, and no longer purſue, 
The chamber door ſhut, he ſigh'd Oh! Le Verrou. 


Thus men are all falſe, tho? by beauty inſpir'd, 
Ihe pathon of virtue is feldem admur'd; 

Old, ugly, decripid, men call them all fair, 

And will not dare wed, tho? to trifle will dare; 
So to dear little love I now bid adieu, 

Till Hymen himſelf hall remove Le Verrou. 
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$O0ONG 202, 


ADIEU MA LIBFRTE. 
Sung by Mr INCLEDON, 


N O more from fair to fair 11 rove, 
A convert now to love I proye. 
And boaſt my conſtancy 3 - 
I penſive ſigh beneath a ſhade, 
While thus reſounds the echoing blade, 
Adieu ma hberte. 


No more with pipe or jocund ſong, 
I now attract the liſt'ning throng, 

With merry wanton glee; 
Alone I ſigh for Chloe's charms, 
And muſing cry with folded arms, 
Adieu ma liberte. 


Yet would the ſmiling fair approve, 
My fond deſires, my conſtant love, 
| How happy ſhould I be; 
With jocund ſong each grove ſhould ring, 
With joyful heart would Strephon ling, 
Adieu ma liberte. 


s Oo N 203 
INVOCATION ro CLIO, 


Fin EST of the tuneful Nine, 
Clio, muſe and nymph divine, 

Haite thee to the vocal grove, 

Breathing odours, breathing love. 
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ze thy temples deck'd around, 

With a flow'ry chaplet crown'd : 
Curling locks o' erſpread thy breaft, 
In a mantle lightly dreſs'd. 


On the moſſy bank reclin'd, 
Gently wafted by the wind; 
Circling Sylvans round thee there, 
Shall forget their fleecy care. » 
Muſe celeftial, come away, 

Tune ſublime th? enchanting lay; 
While the warblers of the ſky 
Swell the chorus as they fly. 


s O0 NG 204. 
Taiz CRYSTAL TEAR. 


HAT means, my fair, that cryſtal tear 
A-down thy cheek which flows; 
Or injur'd love, or anxious fear? 
The cauſe, my dear, diſcloſe. 
Ah, why doth ſorrow cloud thy brow, 
And rob thoſe eyes of ſleep? 
Why doft thou languiſh? 
Say what anguiſh 
Rends thy boſom now, 
Or why doth Sylvia weep? 


Thy boſom ne'er was made for woes, 
Nor yet thoſe eyes for tears; 
Then ſtop the current as it flows, 

And diſhpate thy fears; 
Now on thy faithful lover ſmile, 
Nor longer lence keep; © 
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Then pleaſure's vaniſh's, 
Peace long baniſh'd, 
| Shall thy cares beguile, 

- And thou no longer weep. 


— OO — —- . ] ‚ —— 
>, 
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AIRS. in ROSINA. 


Al — Martyr. 


* HEN William at eve meets me down at the ſtile, 
How ſweet is the nightingale's ſong ! 
Of the day I forget all the labour and toll, 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


By her beams, uithout bluſhing, I hear him complain, 
And believe every word of his ſong ; 
You know not how ſweet 'tis to love the dear ſwain, 
Whilſt the moon plays yon branches among. 


A1 R——M3/5 Harper. 


THE morn returns, in ſaffron dreſt, 
But not to ſad Roſina reſt ; 
The bluthing morn awakes the ſtrain, 
Awakes the tuneful choir 
But ſad Roſina ne'er again 
Shall ſtnke th? exulting lyre. 


SON G 206, 


DV EBT. —Mliam and Phabe. 
Williams. 


VE kiſs'd, and I've prattled to fifty fair maids, 
And chang'd them as oft, d'ye lee ; 
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But of all the fair maidens that dance on the green, 
The maid of the mill for me. 


Phebe. 


There's fifty young men have told me ſine tales, 
And call'd me the faireſt ſhe; 

But of all the gay wreſtlers that ſports on the green, 
Young Harry's the lad for me. | 


William. © 


Her eyes are as black as the flow in the hedge, 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May | 

Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn flock, 
Her breath like the new-made hay. 


Phehe. 


He's tall and he's ſtraight as the poplar tree, 
His cheeks are as freſh as aroſe; 

He looks like a ſquire of high degree, 
When dreſs'd in his Sunday's cloaths. 


A I R,——Belvill: . 


'ERE bright Roſina met my eyes, 
How peaceful pals'd the joyous day ! 
In rural ſports 1 gain'd the prize, 
Each virgia liſten'd to my lay. 


But now no more I touch the lyre, 
No more the ruſtic ſport cas pleaſe ; 
lire the ſlave of fond deſire, 
Loſt to myſelf, to mirth, and eafe. 
> X 
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The tree that, in a happier hour, 

Its boughs extended o'er the plain; 
When blaſted by the lightniag's pow'r, 

No charms the eye, nor ſhades the {wain. 


WHILST with village-maids I ſtray, 
Sweetly wears the joyous day: 
Chearfal glows my artleſs breaſt, 

Mild content's the 5 | 


LIGHT as iftle-down moving, „lich floats in the air, 
Sweet gratitude” s debt to this cottage I beat; 

Of autumn's rich ſtore I bring home my part, 

The weight on my head, but gay joy in my heart. 


A AIMilliam. 
WHEN bidden to the wake or fair, 
The joy of each free - hearted ſwain ; 
Till Phœbe promiſs*d to be there, 
I loiter'd laſt of the train. 


If chance ſome fairing caught her eye, 
The ribband gay or ſilken gloye 
With eager haſte I ran to buy ; 
For what is gold compar'd to love ? 


My poſy on her boſom plac'd, 

Could Harry's ſweeter ſcents exhale ! 
| Her auborn locks my ribband grac'd, 
And flutter'd in the wanton gale. 


1 


Wich ſcorn ſhe hears me now complain, 
Nor can my ruftic preſents move; 
Her heart prefers a richer ſwain 


And gold, alas! has baniſh'd love. 
$ 0 N O '207. 


BIRKS Or INVERMA x. 


12 ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring, 
Invite the tunefu' birds to ſing; 

And while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay; 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 

Amang the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 
As that will ftrip the ver dant ſhade; 
Our taſte of pleaſure then 1s o'er, 
The feather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 
Aud when they droop and we decay, 
Adiea the birks of Invermay. 


The lav'rocks now and lintwhites ſing, 
The rocks around wi' echoes ring, | 
The mavis and the blackbird vie 
In tunefu' ſtrains to glad the day; 

The woods now wear their ſummer-ſuits, 

To mirth a' nature now invites; 
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Let us be blythſome then, and gay, 
Amang the birks of Invermay. 


Behold, the bills and vales around a 
With lowing herds and flocks abound; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs, 
Gambol and dance about their dames ; 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And a' the reptile kind rejoice: 
Let us like them then ſing and play, 
About the birks of Invermay. 


Hark, how the waters, as they fa”, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs ca”; 
The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams ; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance; 
Let us as jovial be as they, 
Ainang the birks of Invermay. 


35 ON G 208, 
"DEAR MARY, ADIEU! 


Sung by Mr INCLEDON, at Vauxhall Gardens. The 
Words by Captain Tuour son. And compoſed by 
the late MICHAEL Arne, 


F“ REWELL to old England, thy white cliffs, 
adieu! * 
Can the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you ? 


tbo” oceans divide me as wide as the pole, 
No diſtance can change the true love of my foul. 


* 
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As well might my meſs mates determine to bale 

All the waters which fill up old Neptvnoe's great pail; 
As divert my firm mind from its fond thought on you, 
Farewell to old England, dear Mary, adieu ! 


Dear Mary, adieu can that love go to wreck, 
Where every plank bears your name on the deck; 
Nay, many love - knots on the tops I have made, 
Where guiltleſs my ſhipmates at chequers have play'd; 
Their ſports are no paſtime to ſorrow and me, 

My mind is more happy in ſighing to thee; 
More happy by far, when Pm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu. 


Yes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar, 
'Tis his compaſs, his helm, his guide and his ſtar; 
'Tis impreſsꝰd on his boſum the moment he ſails; 

It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light gales: 
The dull midaight watch it ſends limping away, 
And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day; 
With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 

And changes adieu into welcome return. 


8 ON G 209. 
1 


8den itching for boxing ſure never was knoun, 
| From the ſcum of the earth, to a branch near the 
throne; | | 
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Jews, Chriſtians, Turks, Atheiſts, and Deiſts, we ſee, 
In this famous ſcience with rapture agree. 
Sing tantararara, box all. 


5 


The government leaders, to ſtrengthen the ſtate, 
By fing' ring the caſh, box the national pate; 
A pate, ſo affected by government blows, 


The more it is pummell'd, the ſofter it grows. 
Sing tantararara, Sc. 


The people, thus plundeted, and tax'd without end, 
And hang*d upſide down, without pow'r to defend, 
Put up with the torture of bruiſes and lumps, 

Th” effect of not ny political thumps. 
Sing tantararara, Vc. 


The clergy, well vers'd in cannonical rules, 


So eager to draw ready-rhino from fools, 

Thump doctrines around mid the clod-pated throng, 

Nor practice their maxims if right or if wrong. | 
Sing tantararara, Cc. 


The limbs of the law, like the limbs of the church, 
By conteſts exiſt—then leave fools in the lurch: 
Who, finding too late they've been gull d and trepan'd, 
Their quarrels decide by the owe of the land. 

Tay tantararara, Oc. 


Phylicians—oh ! ſhame on the vhyſical tribe! 
Preſcriptions refuſe, till ſeduc'd by a bribe: 
The poor may, neglected, expire in a ditch, 
Whilſt they thump at the glittering ore of the rich. 
Sing tantararara, Cc. 


The leaders in war, bs the cauſe right or wrong, 
Regardleſs of death, who in mculitudes throes, 
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Demoliſh vaſt empires without mercy or ſhame, 
And thump for applavſe at the temple of Fame. 
Sing tantararara, Ce. 


To ape their ſuperiors, a tribe has aroſe, 
Who pain a ſubſiſtence by dealing in blows, 
And picking the pockets of dignified blocks, 
By phrenzy impell'd to the ſport of a box. 
Ling ä Sc. 


* 
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WILLTFAM*'S FAR AWAY. 
Have loſt my deareſt William, 
And well I may deſpair, 

His preſence cou'd ſooth me, 

From each anxious care; 
My ſighs ſhall ſwell the lazy ſails, 

And ſwift him back convey, 
Ah! what ſhall I do now, 

For * William's far wer. 


The lads of our village, 
All hail me their Queen, 
And my beauty proclaims me 
The toaſt of the green; 
But grief has ſtole the open roſe, 
Which on my cheeks did play, 
Too faithfully I loved, 
My William's far away. 
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O fortune unrelating, 

That ſwells the miſer's ſtore, 
And yet your ſmiles refuſing, 

To thoſe whom love endure ; 
Adieu! deluſive dreams of hope, 

Pl ſeek my native clay, 
Bleed, bleed, my tender boſom, 


For my William's far away. 


SONG 211. 
By Mr H. WALPOLE. 


A® the moles ſilent ftream creept penkve along; 

And the winds murmur'd' folemn the willows 
among; 

On the green turf complaining: a ſwain lay reclin'd, 

And wept to the river, and figh'd to the wind, 


In vain he cry'd, Nature has awaken'd the fpring, 
In vain blooms the violet, the nightingales ſing ; 
To a heart full of ſorrow no beauties appear, 

Each zephyr's a ſigh, each dew-drop's a tear. 


In vain my Sophia has graces to move, 

The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to love; 

Her preſence no longer gives joy to my eye, 
Since without her to hve is more pain than to die. 


Oh that ſlumber his pinions would over me ſpread, 
And paint but her image in dreams in her ſtead; 
The beautiful viſion would ſoften my pain, 

But ſleep's a relief I ſolicit in vain. 
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The wretch thus like me, his heart wounded with care, 
Is deluded by Hope, and undone by Deſpair; 

His pains ever working deny him repoſe, 

And the moments but vary to vary his woes. 


S ON G 212. 
To DE L IA. 
By PETER PINVDAR, £/7. 
OW long ſhall hapleſs Colin mourn 
The cold regard of Delia's eye? 


The heart whoſe only crime is love, 
Can Delia's ſoftneſs doom to die ? 


Sweet is thy name to Colin's ear 
Thy beauties, O divinely bright! 
In one ſhort hour by Delia's fide 
I taſte whole ages of delight! 


Yer though I lov'd thee more than life; 
Not to diſpleaſe a cruel maid 

My tongue forbore its ſendeſt tale, 
And ſigh'd amid the diſtant ſhade. 


What happier ſhepherd wins thy ſmile, 
A bliſs for which I hourly pine ? 

Some ſwain, perhaps, whole fertile vales 
And fleecy flecks are more than mine! 


Lew are the vales that Colin boaſts, 
And few the flocks thoſe vales that rove ! 
With wealth I court not Delia's heart— 


A nobler bribe I offer—love ! 
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Yet ſhould the virgin yield her hand, 
And thoughtleſs wed for wealth alone; 

| The act may make my boſom bleed, 

But ſurely cannot bleſs her own. 


s o N G 213. 
Tu DONE OVER TAYLOR. 


Taylor I was once as blythe as may be, 


Until love alas has a devil ſure made me; 
I was once ſo luſty I was call'd Will the Rover, 
But now I am a ſkeleton and fairly done over. 


Oft times in my ſhop I've ſtood with great pleaſure, 
And cut out my cloth to my cuſtomers meaſure 
With a full yard of cabbage I then liv'd in clover, 


But her cruel frowns have almoſt done me over. 


The firſt time I ſaw ber ſhe was dreſt fo gaily, 
I fell into fits and they troubled me daily; 
The girls do ſo geer me, that I can go ne where, 
But they laugh and ſay there goes the done over 
taylor. 


The next time I ſaw her ſhe-paſt by my ſhop window, 
My gooſe being hot burnt a ſiceve to a cinder; 
How cruel ſhe mult be the fight does not move her, 

I fear theſe ſad ſits will one day do me over. 


The laſt time I ſaw her fie was with a bold Sailor, 
She laugh'd and ſhe ſaid there's the done over 
taylor 


1 
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Good bye to you ſtitch looſe, l' m going to Dover, 
I wiſh I was dead for I'm fairly done over. 


8 O0 N G 214. 


Tur FOUR NATIONS. 


i JN vain do poets ftrive to ſing 
The hero, patriot, and king, 
That bleſs Great Britain's iſle ; 
The taſk's too great for any one, 
Except a Homer, or Milton 
All, want both words and ſtyle. 


ENGLISHMAN. 


Hark! how the drum and trumpets ſound, 
While Engliſhmen are bravely crowa'd 
With laurels every where; 
See, meagre, frighted, Frenchmen run, 
From thund'ring, roaring, Engliſh gun, 
To ſhun death and deſpair. 


See, crowds of volunteers, each day, 

Who ſing, to Granby haſte away, 
Our honour to maintain; 

Convince Monſieurs that we are free, 


In church, in ſtate, in liberty 
Lords of the land and main. 


But who comes here that wears the leck ? 
Methinks a Welſhman, let hur ſpeak: 
Old Britain what d' ye ſay? 
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WELSHMAN. 


Why, hur name it is Taffy, and look you here now, 
Hur's left hur own wite, hur own ſon, and hur cow; 
And hur wiſh hur may never go home to hur houſe, 


Till bur makes the French dogs ſhit ſo ſmall as a mouſe. 


For a Welchman can ne'er live at home at hur eale, 
While Frenchmen do rob hur of hur putter and cheeſe; 
For Shenkin ap Morgan, and David ap Shones, 

Were never yet fearful of preaking their pones. 

Yes, Taffy will fight, cotſplutter a-nails, 


For hur King, and hur Queen, and bur own Prince of 


Wales; h 


And Sawney will help hur, whoſe heart will ne'er fail, 


To icht with a proad ſword ſo long as a flail. 


SCOTCHMAN. 


Breethers what are ye about? | 
Wha' the dee] make aw this rout ? 
Over the ſeas, and o'er the lands, 
Cheer up my lads, give me your hands: 
In me you fall a brother find, 
De'el dam me an' I ſtay behind; 
My braid ſword fail gie them law, 
O'er the hills and far awa'. 
| When we meet Frenchmen face to face, 
They rin awa', we gie them Chace; 
Wha' purſue them like the lads 
That wear the bonnets, ſwords and plaids ? 
Fou' or empty, drunk or dry; 
O'er vallies low, or mountains high; 
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In ſummer's heat, in froſt or ſnaw, 

We always gar them rin awa'. 

Then gie's a cogue and let us fing 
Our ſoldiers, ſailors, and our king.— 


IRISHMAN. 


And Teague bears a chorus, who never did fail 
To fight for Old England —ſing Grannywale ! 
Muſha lol de ral, lol loal de rol, lorrol lol la. 
Whack tal de ral, Oc. 
Agas fal de rol, tc. 
_ Bejedes farrel lol 50 8. 


King George wears my harp, and the crown on his 
ſhield ; 


I'm the ficſt in the battle, the Jaft in the field; 
And Frenchmen ſwear nothing can fright a brigade, 
So much as the face of a true honeſt Teague. : 


Muſba tal de rol, Se. 


I value no Sackville, no ſhirſack, or louſe, 

Who ſtrove to break open my mothers old houſe; 
For Minden has prov'd him a rogue to his face 
Makaaz mal a malak is now in diſgrace, 


Mujha tal de rat, Oc. 


Then give's a Crink, and let's join all four 

To lick the Frer ch King for a ſon of a whore ; 

We'll make him cry out Marbleau, to his ſhame, 

Or Wi4l-lil-alzw, and that's ail the ſame. | 
Muſba tal ie rel, Oe. 


7 
1 
- . Y | | 
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P AR AF:H RA--$.:3; 


On the Ecnoixno Horn / Thomas and SALLY. 


O NE morning in May, when all nature did bloom, 
The angler got up and away; 

The birds ſtrain'd their throats, in melodious notes, 
To welcome th' approaching dav! 

Thus being charm'd, and with fortitude arm'd, 
Calm patience the anpler's theme, 8 

He hies to the brook, with his rod, line and hook, 
And joyſully fiſhes the ſtream. 


He walks down the meadows ſo pleaſant and green, 
Intent on his angle and prey ; 

The mower ſo blithe whets his fithe with a ſtone, 
While maidens are making new hav. 

Ihe ſport being over, he packs up his ſtore, 
Returns to the Villa again; 

The ev*ning he ſpends with his bottle and friends, 
Mhere wine, miith, and joy crown his pain, 
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My HEAVY HEART. 


A FAVOURITE SCOTCH SONG, 


- Sang hy Miſs Bertles, of Vauxhall. e by Mr 
HOOK. 


B LOW on ye winds, deſcend ſoft raing 
To ſoothe my tender grief; 
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Your ſolemn muſic lulls my pain, 
And yields a ſhort relief. 


O my heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells, as *twould burſt in twain 


No tongue can e'er deſcribe the ſmart, 
Nor I conceal its pain. 


The ſun, which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes, 
And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
Where Echo ſleeping hes. | 
O my heart, Sc. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſions of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know, 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 
If not the greateſt woe. | 
O my heart, Cc. 
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I AM NOT TWENTY. 


A Favourite Song, ſung by Miſs Newman, at Vauxhall 
Gardens. The Words by Mr Hawtins, Set to Muſic 
hy Mr Hook. 

S thro? the grove, the other day 
I gang'd to blyth and bonny; 
Who ſhou'd I meet upon the way, 
But my true lover Johany ! 
With eager haſte, 
He claſp'd my wailt, 
And kiſſes gave me plenty; 
Tho? 1 denied, 
Y 2 
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And thus replied, 
* Dear lad, I am not twenty.“ 


What's that to me, the ſkepherd cried, 
You're old enough to marry : . 
Then, come dear laſs, and be my bride, 
No longer let us tarry, 
Bur ler's be gone, 
O'er yonder lawn, 
Where lads and laſſes plenty, 
Are fill'd with joy, 
| And kils and toy, 
Altho? they are not twenty. 


I liſten'd to his ſoothing tale, 
And gang'd with him fo rarely; 
With ſong and pipe he did prevail, 

He won my wiſhes fairly: 

O he's the lad, 
That makes me glad, 

With kiſſes ſweet and plenty; 

So I declare, | 
By all that's fair, 
III wed, tho? not quite twenty. 


SON G 218, 
To CRCILIA's LYRE. 
WWritten at Dieppe in France, during a Starnt. 
M AY his fair Cecilia's Lyre 
4 Her Damon's tale prolong; 


And may ſympathy inſpire, 
The miltreſs of his ſong. 


„5 


And while her lover's roving 
Upon a diſtant ſhore, 

May ſhe the ſtrain approving, 
His hapleſs fate deplore. 


Now ſwell the angry billows, 
While fighing Naiads weep, 

Among the trembliag willows, 
And o'er the foaming deep. 


But ſoon the wild commotion, 
That rages o'er the main, 
Shall quit the troubled ocean, 

And peace return again. 


O! could a baniſh'd lover 
Ambition's ſtorm aſſuage, 
One © cheariag ray” diſcover 

To quell its woeful rage. 


Then o'er the ſwelling ocean 
Would eager Damon fly, 
And love's ſincere devotion 
A Pilot's aid ſupply. 
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"WL I as 
HAVE. ye ſeen the riſing ſun, 
On mountains clad with ſnow ? 
Or have ye ſeen the lofty pine 


O'ertop the woods below ! 
* 3 
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Such is Eliza's matchleſs form, 
And ſuch her roſy hue? 

Ev'n virgin- ſnow, tho' ting'd with gold, 
Seems darken'd in her view ! 


To ev'ry gem that decks the mind, 
She joins the art to pleaſe; 

A native ſweetneſs, unreſerv'd, 
Gives dignity to eaſe. 


From ev*ry page that boaſts a name, 
She culls cach op'ning flow'r ! 
And reigns alone the queen of love, 

Unconſcious of her pow'r. 


And fair Eliza, may'ſt thou reign 
Unrivall'd to the end ; 

Be bleft in all thy ſoul holds dear, 
And all that heav*n caa ſend ! 


And, to that gentle breaſt of thine, 
May ſorrow never ſteal ; 


Or only know ſuch pleaſing pangs, 
As happy lovers feel! 
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ONG time with the graces fair Venus had ſtrove, 


Young William's affections to gain; 
Ard cupid (the god) to betray him to love, 
Had employ'd cy'ry effort in vain, 


AS | ot 


The ruddy- fac'd Bacchus, in raptures extol'd, 
The virtues of wine and the fair; 

And ſung, as he did to Silenus of old, 
That woman and wine were his care. 


But William unmov'd, without paſſion could hear, 
The ſong, yet avoid the quick dart; 

Their praiſes a while might amuſe his vain ear, 
But never could enter lus heart. 


Inconſtant and eaſy, he wander'd about, 
Not Phillis nor Betſey could warm !— 

Th' immortals were baffled ; till Venus cry'd out, 
« *Tis Mary alone has the charm.” 


Apollo conſented, and Cupid unknown, 
Conducted young William along ; 

To a ſhade where ſweet Mary, retired from the ſun, 
Employ'd the Guittar and the Song. 


Good-nature fat ſmiling upon her dear face; 
E'en Cupid beheld with ſurpriſe, 

What beautiful ſoftneſs, a natural grace, 
And what innocence beam'd in her eyes. 


Sly Cupid obſerv'd (while with joy the ſweet ſtrain, 
Crept cunningly into his heart) 

The paſſion a little had fetter'd the ſwain,— 
And finiſhed the work with his dart. 


This done, their divinities mounted the ſkies, 
Well pleas'd with what Mary had given; 

And hymen, to finiſh the conjugal ties, 
Came down with his torches from heaven. 


* 
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OR SE ts RR BR Wh 
A FavourITE BALLAD. 


Sung by Signora Seſtini, at Mr Lacy's Readings, Free- 
Maſon's Hall. Written by William Hayley, Eſq. The 
M:fic by Signor Haydn, of Vienna. 


E Cliffs I to your airy ſteep, 
Aſcend with tremblipg hope and fear; 
To gaze o'er yon expanſive deep, 
And watch if William's Sails appear. 


Long months elapſe while here I breathe, 
Vain expectations frequent pray'r; 
Till bending o'er the waves beneath, 
I drop the tear of dumb deſpair. 


But ſee ! a glift ning ſail in view, 
Tumultuous hopes ariſe ; 


»Tis he! I feel the viſion true, | 
i trult my conſcious eyes. 


His promis'd ſignals from the Maſt, 
My timid doubts deſtcoy; 
What was your pain, ye terrours paſt, 
To this extatic joy. 
SON G 222, 
Ta SS M.- 
IFE*s a jeſt, if Gay ſays true; 
A jeſt, and all things ſhow it; 


He thought ſo once, I thought ſo too, . 
But now like him, I know it. 


— 249 I 


Then lets explore its various ways, 
For that's the proper teſt, ſir; 

See what to blame, and what to praiſe, 
Thus we ſhall find the jeſt, fir. 


To loggerheads when erown'd head's go, 


To fight are ſubjeQs preſs'd, fir, 
But when they're lain, and treaſure's low, 


Then war appears a jeſt, ſir. 


From policy, not principle, 
The nations gain ſome reſt, fir, 
Each find they're not invicible, 
So peace is now the jeſt, ſir, 


The Lords diffentient oft unite, 
And ſign the long proteſt, fir; 

Thus ſome they pleaſe, and ſome they ſpite, 
Their lordſhips love a jeit, fir. 


The lover charm'd by ſoft look dies, 
Unleſs in marriage bleſs'd, fir ; 


But ſoon the wife ſhows by her eyes, 
The maiden did but jeſt, fir. 


The miſer wakes to count his ſtore, 
And oft diſturbs his reſt, fir; 

He's in the midſt of plenty poor, 
Here riches are a jeſt, fir. 


4 ”_ —— — 
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The Epicure at turtle feaſt, | 

Attends with eager zeſt, fir : | 
And to enjoy becomes a beaſt, 

Here man is ſure a jeſt, ſir. 


When men of worth are worthleſs men, 

Io neighbours they're a peſt, fir, 
They live by all deſpis'd, and when 

They're dead become a jeſt, fir. 


Yet ſome there are, exalted few ! 
Who ſhine above the reſt, fir, 
To men kind, to honour true, 


Tis theſe enjoy the jeſt, fir. 


Then let us, friends, while here we live, 
Think truth aud candour beſt, firs; 


Leſt we ſhould make mankind believe, 
That friendſhip toe's a jeſt, firs. 
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CRAZY KATE, Fron COOPER'S TASK. 


1 riſing bluſh of opening day, 
Now chceais the traveller forlorn, 
Who views with joy th? pleaſing ray, 
That gilds th' approaching ruddy morn; 
While hapleſs Kate is frantic wild, 

In tears bemoans her mate; 

She once in peace the hours beguil'd, 
Tho? now toriurn—alas, poor Kate! 


„ 


Thoſe pleaſing treſſes which ſo oft 
Hung careleſs o'er her lovely neck; 
Diſplaying beauties, fair and ſoft, 
That ſure a princeſs? form might deck, 
Are now no more, for tidings came 
Her lover's wreck*'d—O cruel fate! 
She droop'd her head, and never more 
Did {mile again—alas, poor Kate! 
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A COALITION SONG, 


IWritten by Mr Collin, and ſung by him at the Rojal:y 
Theatre, Gondman's Fields. 


IMTRODUCTORY STANZA. 


F you'll not think the ſubje too hackney'd and ſtale, 
But patiently let me go through with my tale, 
At the joke I'm perſuaded no party will ſpurn, 
But Pittites and Foxites will laugh in their turn. 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 


. 
As the ſun rules by day, and the moon rules by night, 
From whence eome diurnal and noctural light, 
So if one in the way of the other but trips, 


lle that plays leaſt in ſight is pronounced in eclipſe. 
Derry down, Oc. 


But our rulers of ſtate are of quite different kind, 
As they ſhine or wax dim not by motion but wind, 


E I 


Mere candles in fact, which PII prove beyond doubt, 
For a puff blows them 1 in, or a puff blows them out. 

: Derry down, &c. 
Two rivals, who long two link-boys, in ſpite, 
Had puff'd and blown hard, to quench other s light; 
As they'd fain be thought ſtars, why like ſtars to a tittle, 
We'll pronounce one the great bear, the other the little. 

Derry down, tc. 


The great bear had long like a huge comet blaz'd, 
And with ſuch a long train that all eyes were amaz'd! 
But while puff'd up with pride he defy'd ev'ry rub, 
At laſt was puff d out [blows out a candle] by the 


breath of the cub. 
Derry daun, Cc. 


Urſa Minor thus made, Ur/a Mojor gave way, 

And a new conſtellation at court took the ſway ; 
When a ſudden eclipſe turn'd the tables once more, 

And the cub was puff'd out [ blows out the other] as 


the bear was before. 
Derry down, &c. 


Both parties now finding contention in vain, 
Quoth the great bear, Jer intereſt make one of us twain, 
Coalition at once our promotion ſecures, 
80 if you'll blow in my candle—1'll blow in your's. 
- Derry daun, Sc. 


. 


A match (quoth the Cub) and I'll hold it no fin, 
As we both are puff'd out, to puff each other in, 
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So here goes, my dear lord, (blown in one candle] 
© There you ſee I can do it; 

© And ſo can I too, Charles { blows in the other. Sic lux 

et lux fuit. 

5 Derry down, c. 


Now ſhining like twin- ſtars, called Pollux and Caſtor, 

They thought, cheek by you they could brave all dif- 
aſter, 

When an Eaſt-India blaſt which their {kill could not 


weather, 
Like two farthing ruſh-lights, puff'd out {blows out 


both candles] both together, 


Derry down, Oc. 


Now extinguiſhed they lie, like make-weights on a till, 
In hopes they'll once more the ſtate candleſticks fill; 
And there's no doubt, if politics take a new turn, 
But one royal puff niay blow both in again. 

_ Derry down, Oc. 


Tis thus the ſtate candles are in and out blown, 
An4 they'd puff out a brother's to kꝛep in their own, 
Vet ſome had much better be darken'd out- right, 
Than have all which they've done in the dark brought te 
light. 
Derry down, c. 
d 


Though *us whiſpered that ſome folks have blown cut 
each ſpark, 
Becaule ſecret influence docs beſt in the dark; 


2 
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So they've puſF'd out the candles, and muzzl'd the bears, 
The better to grope their way-up the back ſtairs, 
Derry down, Oc. 


Now if any that way into favour have ſtole, 
And have blown out the candles to finger the C921, 
"Tis fear*d by the Steps they may take in their turn, 
We fhan't have a coal or a candle to burn. 

Derry down, Oc. 


As for me, I'm a taper that's juſt brought to light, 

Though no taper in fize—bnt fat candles burn bright, 

And if kept up by you, to the laft inch I'll blaze, 

Then luck on a /ave-all expire in your praiſe. 
Derry down, tc, 
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Tur LIQUOR or LIFE. 


IIILE here Anacreon's choſen fons combine, 
Like him, to taſte the joys of mirth and wine; 

While the full bowl is with the goblet crown'd, 

Harmonic let the joyful ſong reſound. 

To banilh life's rroubles, the Grecian old fage 
Preſs'd the juice of-the vimage oft into the bowl. 


Preſs'd, &c. 


It makes him forget all the cares of old age, 
It bloom'd in his face, and made happy his foul, 

It bloom'd, &. 
While here then we're found, puſh the bottle around 
While here then, &c. 
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"Tis the liquor of life, tis the liquor of lite, 
"Tis the liquor of life no care can controul. | | 


This jovial philoſopher taught, that the ſun 
Was thirſty, and oft took a ſwig from the main; 
The planets would tipple as fait as they run; 
The earth too was dry, and would ſuck up the rain : 
While here then were found, 
Puſh the bottle around, 


Tis the liquor of life—pray who can refrain? ? 
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Tus SYMPATHISING TEAR 


1 T all your boaſts of wealth and love 
Diſplay their various charms ſo dear; 

A ſweeter pleaſure Friendſhip proves, 

That ſheds the /pmpathiſing tear. 


Let Strephon boaſt of Celia's charms, 

Her form, her ſweet enchanting leer ; 
But beauty dwells in friendſhip's arms, 
That ſheds the Smpathijens tear, 


Let heroes boaſt of toils in wars, 
Ot honours gain'd when death was near, 


But Friendſhip's honour's not in icars, 
But in the ympatii/ing tear. 


Tho? evils come, Il] ſcorn their darts, 
While I poſleis a friend ſo dear; 


+ $ 
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Who in my ſorrows takes his part, 
And ſheds the ſpmpathijing tear. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG, 
Surg by Mr MAnoN, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


ed WAS at the break of day we ſpy'd 
The fignal to uamoor, 
Wich ſleepleſs Caroline deſcry'd, 
Sweet maid ! from C2/7ert's ſhore; 
The freſt”ning gale at length aroſe, 
Her heart began ro ſwell, 
Nor could culd fear the thought eppoſe, 
Of bid Lag me farewell ! 


la open boat the maid of worth, 
Soon reach'd our veff:I's ſide, 
S n too Tc found her Nil birth, 
Bat ſuught me not to chide: 
© Go, ke cxclaim's, For Fame's a cauſe 
A female ſhould approve, 
„Fer wao that's true to Hongar's laws 
Is excr falſe to love! 


© My heart is loyal, ſcotas to fear, 
4 Nor will it even fail, 
« ho war's uncqual wild career, 
Should Hias life affail ; 
© Tho' death gainſt thee ert his ſway, 
% Ob, truſt me, but the dart 
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% That woundeth thee, will find its way 
©«© To Caroline true heart. 


Should conqueſt in fair form array'd, 
4 Thy loyal efforts crown, 

In Gy/port will be found a maid, 
“ That lives for the alone ;" 

May girls with hearts fo firm and true, 
To love and glory's cauſe, | 

Meet the reward they have in vier;; - 
The need of free applauſe. 
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An E LE GIAC AN TATA. 


On the Death of the late brave Captain Farmer, of the 
Quebec Frigate; called 


BRITANNIA WEEPING. 
By Mr CawDELL. 


Rei r ATI vn. 


H ARK! what dreadful tumults ſhake the angry main! 
What horrid ſounds conyulſe the trembling air! ! 
The wat”ry gods ſome hoſtile cauſe maintain, 
And o'er the foaming ſurge hurl wild deſpair. 


To ſearch the cauſe, great Neptune, ſee, appears, 
His trident wavieg—thro' the channel glides ; 
The conflict ſees—the thundering cannon hears, 
And, all aſtoniſh'd !—yiews the purple tides! 


L 3 
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Er:raptur'd, ſee! behold the god advance, 

And views his fon, great Farmer, loft in fmoke ; - 
Then bade him on—chaſftiſe perfidious France! 
Ard thus his wiſhes Neptune loudly fpoke. 


A1R. 


May honour and fame the brave hero adorn, 
Who, fighting like Farmer, all danger dare ſcorn ; 
For fee where he ſtands dealing ſlaughter ai oundy 
May his valour and zeal be with victory crown'd ; 
May fortune of war in his favour decide, 

And his bark, wei! defended, triumphantly ride; 
May conqueſt and glory theſe offerings bring, 
The love of his country and faith of his king! 


 RECITATIVE., 


Thus ſung the god his ſon's immortal praiſe ; 
Old ocean ſhook, and echo'd Neptune's lays : 
But ſtill his prayers could not his darling fave ; 
For death ahke demands the baſe and brave. 
The ſhafts of fate re ſiſt leſs ſeal his doom, 

And call the hero to his peaceful home. 

Ne fought, he fell, the fatal die was caſt ; 

But fell contented—for he died the Jaſt. 
Britannia, fee ! emerging from the deeps, 

In plaintive ſtrains, thus, god like Farmer weeps ; 


AIX. 


Britons, view yon melting ſight, 
Sce the hero bleeding! 

Singly ſee he braves the fight, 

Guſhing wounds unhceding z 


Written by Mr Canudell and ſung at the Theatre in N ü- 
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Mangled limbs he views below, 
Recent gaſhes ſtreaming; 


Still upon his manty brow 
Conſcious valour beaming. 


Hark ! what means yon dreadful cry? 
Clouds of ſmoke aſcending 
In flames behold my hero die, 
A glorious cauſe defending : 
See the bleeding Briton fall, 
Thus breathes his laſt affection; 
My king is kind—my orphan's all 
I leave to his protection. 
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Tus GOLDEN DAYS or coop QUEEN BESS. 
; (By Permiſſion.) 


Shields, with great Applauſe. 


Te my wuſe give attention, and deem it not a myſtery, 


If we jumble together Muſic, Poetry, and Hiſtory; 


The times to diſplay in the days of good Queen Beis, ſir, 
Whoſe name and whoſe memory, poſterity may bleſs, ſir. 


O the golden days of good Queen Beſs, 
Meriy be the memory of good Queen Beſs! 


When we laugh'd at the bugbears of Dons and Armadas, 
With their Gunpowder puffs, and their bluſt*ring bra- 


vadoes; 


For we knew how to manage both the muſket and the 


bow, ſir, 


And could bring down a Spaniard juſt as eaſy as a Crow, 


lir. 
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Then our ſtreets were unpay'd, and our hauſes thntch'd, 
fir, 

Our windows were lattie'd; our doors only larch d, firs 

Yet ſo few were the folks that would plunder or rob, ſir, 

That the hangman was ſtarving for want of a job, fir, 


Then our ladies with large ruffs ty'd round about the 


neck faſt, 
Wou'd gobble up a pound of beef-ſteaks for their brick- 
While a cloſe quill'd up coif their noddles juſt fit, fir, 
And they truſs'd up as tight as a rabbit for the ſpit, ſir. 


Then jirkins and doublets, and yellow worſted hoſe, fir, 


With a huge pair of whiſkers, was the dreſs of our 


beaux, fir ; 
$trong beer they prefer'd too to claret or to hock, fir, 
And no pultry they priz'd like the wing of an ox, fir. 


Good neighbourhood then as plenty too as beef, ſir, 

And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, ſir; 

While merry went the mill clack, the ſhuttle and the 
plough, fr, 

And honeſt men could live by the ſweat of their brow, 
fir, 


Then = folks ev'ry ſunday went twice at leaſt to church, 
ir, 
And never left the parſon or his ſermon in the larch, fir; 


For they judged that the ſabbath was for people to be 
good in, 

And they thought it ſabbath-breaking if they din'd 
without a pudding. 
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Then our great men were good, and our good men 
were great, ſir, 


And the props of the nation were the pillars of the ſtate, 


fir; 
Thus renowned as they live all the day 765 their lives, ſir, 
Bright examples of glory to t o ſurvive, fir. 
May we, their deſcendants, purſue the fame ways, far, 
That King GerorGs like Queen Beſs may, have his 
golden days, fir ; 


And may a longer reign of glory and ſucceſs, fir, 


Make his name to eclipſe the fame of good Queen Beſs, 
dr. 


CN — —ß— 


r 


so N G 230. 


Sang in ide Comic Opera of HARVEST HQUME. 
By N George. 


Af Dermot teil'd one ſummer's day, 
Voung Shelah as the fat beſide him, 
Fairly ftole his pipe away; : 
Oh! den to hear how ſhe'd deride him. 
Where, poor Dermot, is it gone, 
Your lily lily loodle ? 
They're left you nothing but the drone, 
And that's yeurſelf, you noodle. 
Beam bum boodle loodle loodle, 
Beam bum loadle loodle loo; 
Poor Dermot's pipe is loſt and gone, 
Ang what will the poor devũ do? 
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Fair now J am undane, and more, 


Cried Dermot Ah! will you be eaſf? 


Di you not ſteal my heart before? 
Is it you'd have a man run crazy? 
I've nothing left me now to moan, 
My lily lily loodle 
That us'd to cheer me ſo is gone, 
Ah Dermot, thou*'rt a noodle, 
Beam bum boodle loodle loo, 
"My heart, and pipe, and peace are gone, 
What next will crucl Shelah do:? 


The Shelah hearing Dermot vex, 

_ Cried fait *rwas little cupid mov'd me, 
You fool, to ſteal it out of tricks— 
Only to ſee how much you lov'd me, 
Come cheer thee, Dermot, never moan, 

But take your lily-loodle. 


And for the heart of you that's gone, 
You ſhall have mine, you noodle, 


Beam bum boodle loodle loodle, 
Beam bum boodle loodle loo, 
Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 
And for the reſt—what's that to you? 


t 


Tux F OX CH ACE. 
HuNnTiING SONG, 


Sung by Mr Incledon, at Vauxhall Gardens. 
by Mr Dibdin. . 


T the ſound of the horn, 
We ariſe in the morn, 
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And waken the woods as we thunder along, 
Yoix, yoix, tally O, 
After Reynard we go, 

While with echo on echo we double the ſong. 


Not the ſtads of the ſun, 


Our brave courſers outrun, 


O'er the mound, horſe and hound, ſee us bound in 
full cry; 


Like Phaebus we riſe 


To the height of the ſkies, 
And, careleſs of danger, five bars we defy. 


CHORUS. 
We awaken the woods, &c. 


At eve, fir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe at his bruſh ; 
Already he dies - ſee him panting for breath. 
Each feat and retreat 
We renew and defeat, | 
Regardleſs of life, ſo we're in at the death. 


CHORUS. 
We awaken the woods, &c. 


With a bottle at night, 
We prolong the delight, 
Much trimbuſh we praiſe, and the deeds that were 
done; 
And yoix, tally O, 
The next morning we go, 
With Phœbus to end, as we mount with the ſun. 


264 J 
SONG 232, 


Tus ORIGIN or ENGLISH LIBERTY, 
The Nord. by G. A. Stevens. 


O NCE the gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaſling .. 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 
(Homer ſ:ys the ccleftials lov'd laughing :) * 
On each in the ſynod the humoriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jokes difapprore 
He ſung, repaiteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
And at laſt thus begun upon Jove. 


„Sire! Atlas, who Jong has the univerſe bore, 
© Grows grieviouſly tired of late; 
He ſays, that mankind are much worſe than before, 
So he beps to be eas'd of their weight.“ 

Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball. 

Gave his daughter, Attraction, the charge of the world, 

And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe round, 
Jo ſee what each climate was worth ; 


Like a diamond, the whole with an atmoſphere bound 


And ihe variouſly planted the carth ; 

With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd; 
France ana Spain the taught viucyards to rear; 
What ſuited each clime, on each clime ſhe beſtow d, 

And FxrEDOM the found flouriſh'd here. 


S! 


<4: 33 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardians to cheriſh the root 

The bloſſoms of Liberty *gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 

Thus fed, and thus bred, from a bounty ſo rare, 
O preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n. 


We will while we've breath, nay, we'll graſp it in 1 death, 
Then return it untainted to heav'n. 


SONG 233. 
POOR NAN or WAPPING. 


Written by Mr Cawdell, and ſung by Mrs dart at 
the Theatre in North-Shiells wit great Applauſe. 
TTEND, ye thoughtleſs, young, and gay, 
Nor ſcorn my tale of ſorrow, 
The woes which others feel to-day, 
May be your own to-morrow : 
Then ſpare the fame of her I name, 
Seduc'd by falſe perſuaſion ; 


Perhaps you might have done the ſame, 
Had you the ſame temptation. 


Poor Nan of Wapping long was fam'd 
For ſweetneſs and for beauty 

Her parents” love ſhe juſtly claim'd, 
Her ſoul was fraught with duty : 

Her gentle mind to fraud was blind, 

Hy eaſy faith excited; 

She thought to find, in all mankind, 
The heart and tongue united, 
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T was hard her unſuſpecting heart 
A prey to guile ſhould leave her; 
Dut ev'ry fraud and ſpecious art 
Was practis'd to deceive her. 
With ſolemn oaths, a perjur'd youth, 
To his embraces won her; 
Ard judging by her own—his truth, 
She loſt her peace and honour, 


For ſome 'ſhort period ſhe enjoy*d 
All luxury could render ; 

No ſingle check to curb her pride, 
She ſhone in guilty ſplendor : 

Surrounded by the vain and gay, 
No ſerious friend appearing, 

Till conſcience came in dread array, 
And claim'd an awful hearing! 


T 'was then the hapleſs fair bewail'd 
The breach of moral duties; 

She ſaw her lover's heart aſſail'd 
By more ſucceſsful beauries-: 

At length appall'd,—he ſpoke her fate, 
And inſtant claim'd ſubmiſhon ; 

Then left poor Nan to mourn too late, 

Her hclpleſs, loſt condition! 


Thus ſpurn'd by him whoſe faithleſs heart, 
From virtue had ſeduc'd ber; 

Aud who, to crown the villain's part, 
To bezg'ry now reduc'd her; 
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. Her former friends their aid deny, 
To ſoothe her boſom's throbbing ; 
E'en Pity view'd with tearleſs eye, 
The woes of Nan of Mapping! 


Her parents next ſhe ſought for aid, 
But they bad long departed 

For with their child their comforts fled, 
They dy'd both broken-hearted. 

Transfix'd the {ſtood—bewail'd her birth 
Her feeble arms extended ; 

She heav'd a ſigh—then ſunk to carth, 
Where all her woes were ended. 


s ON OG 2234. 
I'D THINK o rug my LOVE! 
A FAvoukRiTE SONG, 


Sung by Mr IncutDon. At Vauxhall Gardens, Com- 
peſed by Mr Hook. 
N ftorms, when clouds obſcure the {y, 
And thunders roll, and lightnings ly— 
In midſt of all theſe dire alarms, 
I-thiak, my Sally, on thy charms, 
The troubPd main, 
The wind and rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove; 
Laſh'd to the helm, 
Shou'd ſeas o'erwhelm, 
Ud think on thee, my Love! 
A a 3 
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When rocks appear on ev'ry fide, 
And art is vain the ſhip to guide : 
In varied ſhapes, when death appears, 
The thought of thee my boſom chears. 
The troubled main, &e. 


But, ſhould the gracious pow'rs be kind 
Diſpel the gloom, and ſtill the wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long-loſt native ſhore. 
No more the main 
I'd tempt again, 
But tender joys improve; 
I then with thee 
Should happy be, 
And think on nought but Love! 


$0 N G 235. 
Tas ENGLISH PADLOCK. 


"INCE artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit, and their ſenſe, and their humours pre- 
claim; | 
Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly fin 
A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind : 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due,— 
I have found out a Padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs prefide o'er the dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſhons inflame! 
Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter deſire, 
And languiſhing lovers ſtill igh and admire ; 

Yet fearleſs you'll truſt her, tho' thouſands may ſue, 
When 1 tell you the Padlock to keep a wife true 
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Though the huſband may think he wiſely retains, 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and chains; 
How fatally weak muſt his artifice prove ! 

Can fetters of ſteal bind like fetters of love ? 

Throw jealouſy hence,—bid ſuſpicion adieu; 
 Reftraint's not the Padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to the park or the play, 

All complying and kind, you mult give her her way; 
While her taſte and her judgment you fondly approve, 
Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love: 

And, believe me, no coxcomb admiſhon can ſind; 
For the fair one is ſafe if you Padlock her mind. 


Tho? her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently blend, 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend ; 

Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 

*Tis the charms of indulgence that bind the ſoft ſex, 
$he ne'er can prove falſe, while this maxim's in view, 
« Good-nature's the Padlock to keep a wife true.“ 


$ ON 8 236. 


* E ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with gold, 


And the meadows all ſpangled with dew-drops 
behold: | 


The larks early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's ſprightly ſummons rebukes our delay. 


with the ſports of the field there's no pleaſure can vie, 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 

Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 

Follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 
Aaas 
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Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 


And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the court: 


No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 


But innocence ſtill pives a zeſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


| / 
Mankind are all hunters in various degree; 


The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame, 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name; 

And the artful coquette, tho? ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
Yet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purjues. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleſſings we aſk is the blefling of health, 
With hourds, and with horns, thro? the woodlands te 


roam, 
And when tir'd abroad, find contentment at home. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


s ON 237. 


To THE Mrmory OT SHAKESPEARE. 
{ By Mr Garrick.) | 
Sung by Mr SIMMANS, at the Theatre North- Shields. 


HOU ſoft flowing Avon, by thy ſilver ſtream, 
Of things more than mortal thy Shakeſpear 
would dream: 


Coe | 
The fairies by moon-light dance round the green bed, 
For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. 


The love- ſtricken maiden, the ſighing young ſwain, 
Here rove without danger, and ſigh without pain 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blights ſhall here dread, 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillow'd his head. 


Here youth ſhall be fam'd for their love and their truth; 
Here ſmiling old age feels the ſpirit of youth, 

For rapture of fancy here poets ſhall tread, 

For hallow'd the turf is that pillow'd his head. 


Flow on ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow; 

Be the ſwains on thy boſom {till whiter than ſnow : 
Ever full be thy ſtream ; like his fame may it ſpread, 
And the turf ever hallow'd that pillow'd his head. 


$0NG 238, 
WHY THAT is NOUGHT ro YOU. 


OUNG Colin met me yeſter eve, 
Where pinks and vi'lets blow, 
And told me what you'll ſcarce believe, 
I'm ſure you'll laugh to know ; 
He ſaid he'd heard ſome other ſwain, 
Would wed me—was it true? 
Vhy yes, fays I, in anſwer plain, 
But that is nought to you. 


I thought the ſhepherd would gone mad, 
He rav'd and look'd ſo wild; 

In truth I really lov'd the lad, 
And all the while beguil'd ; 
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And when he preſs'd me ts his breaft, 
And ſhew'd the Church in view, 


My filly tongue in vain expreſs'd, 
Why that is nought to you. 


The artful Colin gueſs'd the cauſe, 
And led me to the fane, 

That tied us by its nuptial laws, 
Ne'er to untie again. 

And oh! my cheeks were bluſhes red, 
As night the later grew, 

Till Hymen, whiſp'ring, kindly ſaid, 
Why that is nought to you, 


©, | SONG 2339 
BACCHUS's SPECIFIC; 
Or, the ſweet tuneſul GUaGLE *twixt Bottle and Glaſs. 


By W. Swoens, C:median. 


A I fit on my tun, my heart how it glows, 

& With thoughts on the balſam that caſk doth incloſc! 
is a wond”'rous ſpecific to cure canker'd care, 

It heals the dire gangrene of rooted deſpair; 

_ Tis food to the hungry, to th' weary tis reſt; _ 

"Tis comfort to thoſe whom no comfort has bleſt: 

No words can defcribe, nor no muſic ſurpaſs, 

The ſweet tuneful gurgle twixt bottle and glaſs. 


To a tax on bright bumpers I'll never agree, 
I'd firſt ſtave each hoglticad, and root up each tree; 
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Let Hermes impoſe firſt a duty on ſchools, | 
And licenſe old Stoics to teach their dull rules; 
Tho' he's god of wiſdom, yet I'm god of wine, 
*Tis mine by a charter PII never reſign: 

No words can deſcribe, nor no muſic ſurpaſs, 
The ſweet tuneful gurgle *twixt bottle and glaſs. 


30 N G 240. 


The Favourite DIALOGUE ſung by Mr IxcLEDox 
and Mrs ILI rr, at Vauxhall-Gardens, 


Compoſed by Mr Hook. 
. Written by Mr Andrens. 
Mr INCLEDON. 


Miran, I am come a- wooing, 
But am never long in ſuing; 

Should you with to be a bride, 

Soon you ſhall be ſatisfied; 

I am healthy, gay, and young, 


And can warble all day long. 


| Tol de rol, Oc. Ce. 
Througb't the year, 


Your heart I'll chear, 


IWith Fol de rol, &c. 


Mrs ILI . 


Sir, permit me to aſſure you, 
That I never ſhall endure you, 
If you think the whole day long 
To amuſe me with a ſong; 
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Nothing is a greater bore, 
Than to hear you fellows roar. 


: Tol de rol, ©. 
Search all yout life, 


You'll get no wife. 
By Tol de rol, Cc. 


Mr IxXCLEDON. 


Had you been a Cognoſcenti, 
Tweedledum might well content you; 
All the modiſh world appear 

Fond of nothing elſe, my dear— 
Folks of faſhion eager ſeek 

Sixteen concerts in a week, 


To de rob, e. 


*Tis ſweet ſignor, 
Encore encore, 


But no Fol de rel. 


Mrs II ITI. 


TTis a national diſaſter 
Ev'ry miſs muſt have a maſter: 
How can they prove quiet wives? 
Who are ſqualling all their lives 
See them thump the harpſichord, 
And not underſtand a word, 
| Picchi, Twitchi, all Foolichi. 


[ Imitating the 7talian ile of finging. 


Good Engliſh glee = 
Beit pleaſes me. 


Wuß true Fol de rel. 


FF 
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Mr INCLE DO. 


If my ſuit you will incline to, 

All your wiſhes ſhall be mine too, 
And each note that fwells my ſong 
Shall be manly, clear, and ſtrong. 


Mrs ILI yr. 
Then my heart's no longer free 
Since *twas form'd for harmony. 


BoTH Fol de rol, Tr. 
Mr IxNCLEDOXN. T take your hand, 
Mrs IL1FF. I can't withſtand, 
Born. Fol de rol de rol. 


s ON OG 241. 


SHAKESPEARE's SEVEN AGES or MAN, 
Sung by Mr STANFIBLD, of Mr CAWDELL's C97/2par:y. 


O UR immortal poet's page, 
Says all the world's a ſtage; 
And that men with all their airs, 
Are nothing more than players; 
Where each tries by comic art, My. 
In his turn to play his part; 


All to keep up the farcical ſcene 0! 
Enter here, 
Exit there; 
Stand in view, 
Mind your cue; 


Hey down, ho down, derry derry down, al; to fill ur 
the ſcene O 


Firſt the infant in the lap, 1 5 
Maling, puling, for its pap; 
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Like a chicken that we truſs, 
He's ſo ſwaddled by his nurſe; 
Who to pleaſe the puppet tries, 
As he giggles and he cries; 
All to keep up the farcical ſcene O! 
Huſh a bye, 
Wipe an eye; 
Kiſſes pretty, 
Suck a tetty: Hey down, &c. 


Next the pretty child of grace, 

With his ſhining morning face; 

With ſatchel on his back, 

To ſchool, alas! muſt pack; 

But like a ſnail he creeps, 

As o'er his taſk he weeps; 

All to keep up the farcical ſcene O! 
Book miſlaid, 
Traunt play'd; 
Rod in pickle, 
Bum to tickle: 


4 


Hey down, &c. 


Next the lover then appears, 
Souced over head and ears; 
Like lobſters on the fire, 
Sighing, ready to expire! 

With a loop-hole thro? his heart, 
You may thro? it drive a cart; 


All to fill up the farcical ſcene O! 
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Beauty ſpurns him, 
Paſſion burns him; 
Like a wizard, 


Cuts his gizard : Hey dowy, Kc. 


Then the ſoldier, ripe for plunder, 
Breathing ſlaughter, blood, and thunder; 
Like a cat among the mice, 
Kicks a duſt up in a trice ; 
Talks of blood and ſtreaming veins, 
* Shatter'd limbs and ſcatter'd brains; 
All to ſill up the farcical ſcene O! 
Run to fly, 
Fight or die; 
Helter ſkelter, | 7 
Pop and pelter : Hey down, &c. 


Then a juſtice in his chair, 2 5 
With a broad and vacant ſtare - 
With wig of formal cut, 
And belly like a butt; 
Well lin'd with turtle haſh, 
Callipee and callipaſh ; l 
All to fill up the farcical ſcene O 
Pimp or cull, 
Bawd or trull ; 
At his nod, : 
Gs to quod: Hey down, &c. 


Bb 
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Next the ſlipper'd pantaloon, 
In life's dull afternoon; 
Shrunk ſhank in youthful hoſe, 
And ſpectacles on noſe ; 
His voice, once big and round, 
Now whiſtles in its ſound ; 
All to fill up the farcical ſcene 0! 
Vigour ſpent, 
Body bent; 
Shaking noddle, 


Widdle waddle : Hey down, &c. _ 


But the laſt act of the play, 

Second childhood leads the way ; 

And like ſheep that take the rot, 

All our ſenſes go to pet; 

Then death among us ſweeps, 

And ſo down the curtain drops; 

All to fill up the farcical ſcene O 
Luaid in ground, 

Glaſs goes round ; 
Vicar and Moſes, 


Tdaſt their noſes: Hey down, &c. 


Tus DETERMINED SWAIN. 
2 to Muſic by Mr Gzer. 


| W IT H riſing morn I took my way, 
The blooming meadow over; 
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The ſky was clear, the birds were gay, 
My paſſion to diſcover: : 

I tapp'd young Nelly's window clear, 
With heart right blithe and clever, 

And ſaid, “ my tender tale O hear!” 
To which ſhe anſwer d“ never.” 


* By early dawn Il tend thy flock, 
Call thee th' op*ning roſes ; 
% At neon I'll guide them to the rock, 
6 And wake the ſweeteſt poſies: 
« Raſh ſwains may make falſe vows of love; 
<< But nought ſhall ever ſever 
* Our hearts—if you'll my flame approve ;” "—- 
Her anſwer ſtill was © never.” 3 


Rejected thus, my ardent flame, 
With grief and ſhame oppreſſed ; 
* Te urge you more I'd be to blame, 
4 Moſt humbly I confeſs it.“ 
At this her tears began to flow; 
My blood was in a fever; = 
And will ye, Damon, will ye go?“ 
I anſwered her“ for ever. 


0 NG 243, 
THE INVITATION. 
A HunxTIinG SON. 

Set to Muſic by Mr Bxown.. 


T Is the firſt glimpſe of morn, the dawn, ſee, is grey, 
Then route from dull fleep, to the chaſe come * 
away; „ 


* 


5 ba 
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Inſpir'd by the horn, and deen cry of the haunds, * 
We'll ſurmount every bar, and fly over all mounds. 


CHORUS, 


To the chaſe, then, my boys—to the <haſs come alongs. | 
And hail the new day, and the 1: lark 's early ſong. 


[ * 


The merchant may riſe in putſoit of his gain 5 
For riches the ſailor may roam o' er the main; ; 
Let miſers, with care, hoard their ill-gotten Wealth, 


While we ſeek for nothing bur pleaftre and bead. 
To the chaſe, &c. 8 


Hark! hark! the glad n life * 
See! ſee! how the hounds ſweep. the een . 
plain; ns 5 it f 
Their deep ſinging notes ſtrike the blue vaulted . 
And echo to echo alternate replies. 
To the chaſe, &c. 


At night, creown'd with conqueſt and trophies of ſpoil, 10 


We'll home and recount all our hazards and toils 


In bumpers of near, impreſs*d from the vine, 
We'll drink large libations at Bacchus's IG | 


ChHorvns. : 
To the inn, then, my boys—t6 the inn we'll 1 
And crown the day's ſports with a bottle and ſong. 


8 ON G 244. 


BOW! WOW! WOW! 


As eines by Mr. CawDELL,: and ſung, by bim at the 
Theatre North Shiclds. 


'&& OME litten, my good friends, to an old dog 8 new 
***ftory, © 
Which declares of his race, his prętenſions co glory; 
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For we dogs may be found in ev'ry rank and ſtation, | 
Seace puppies are carefs'd by the firſt in the nation. 


Bow, wow, wow! fal lal de iddy oddy, 
bow, WOW, wow! 


The flatter's a Hine dog, he always is a fawning, 
An alderman's a ſleepy dog, he ever is a Yawning 
The methadiſt's a howling dog, his cant is always whin- 


ing out, 
And lawyers are miſchievous dogs, they gnaw your 
n hoing out. 325 wow, wow, Ke. = 


The taylor i is a alas Jos, his _ is always gooſe, fir, 
A huſband is a tether'd dog, he's faſten'd in a nooſe, ſir; 
A cuckold is a common dog, as every wife will tell ye, 
And gluttons they are cramming dogs, they only love 
their belly. Bow, wow, WOW, &c. 


The lover is a wretched dog, michour his dear delight, ſir, 
And bullies they are ſwaggering dogs, they bark—hut 
never bite, ſir; 
A miſer is a thrifty dog, he faves an ** of „ 
And a coxcomb is a lap - dog, for pretty Miſs to dandle. 
| Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


A traunt is a hempy dog, and well deſerves > horſing, 

And fidlers they are hungry dogs, they live on guts and 
roſim; ¶ pointing to the Orcheſtre] '' 

A landlord is a ſcoring dog, he chalks vou two for one, fir, 

And nabobs they are bloody dogs, they millions have un- 
done, fir. Bow, wow, wow, KG 


A ſwindler is a forry dog, he lives by always cheating, 
A Frenchmanis a nimble dog, andruns fromev ry beating: 
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A ſoldier is a noble dog, in every rank and ſtation, 


And ſailors they are hearty dogs as any in the nation. 
Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


A curate is a thin dog, bas but a ſlender place, fr, 
A rector is a fat dog, and ſeldom ſhews his face, fir; 
The dean he is a barking dog, and racks the | chancel- 


lor's brains, fir, 


But made a biltop, he” s a dog, that never barks again, fir.” 
Bow, wow, wow, Kc. 


The minor canon he's a dog, a kind of lazy lurcher, 
He'd rather barkin dining- room, than in an n abbey church, 

fir; a 

A prebend is a water · dog, of true newfoundland kind, fir, 

For rg Soup! in reſidence, he * away in wine, ſir. 

| Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Phyſicians are e unſcilfol Joan. lock ſo grave andbig, ſir, 
But all thein knowledge, fs your coſt, lies only i in their 
: wig, fir; 
' Beſidestheyareſuchgreed ** for patients allagree, ſir, 
Not one in w torich or poor, Will ſtir without his fee, ſir, 
f Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


Tbe Theatre is full of dogs, of every ſize and fort, fir, 
For friendly dogs come willingly, and lively dogs for 
; : ſport, ſir; 

Butinthe pit are ſnarling dogs, who ev reſunkearemarkiog, 


Andgallery. "ys arenoify dogs, you always area barking. 
Bow, wow, Wow, &c. 


The cable] is a muffin g dog, he tricks you by the cards, 


fir, 7” 
And bailiffs they are furly does. they bite you very hard, 
„ fir; 9 
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But a buck he is a jolly dog, whom all the ladies fancy, 
And I am your own faithful dog, as any here you can ſee · 


Bow, wow, wow, &c. 


SONG 245. 
M E W., ME W, M E W. 
(Tune — Bow, wow, wow.) 


2 ſing about dogs, ſir, has long been the faſhion, 
Though for cats there's no ſongſter has yet own'd 
paſſion; 
While ſome may entertain with the old ſtrain of bow, wow, 
1 will endeavour to amuſe you all with mew, mew. 
| Mew, mew, mew, fal lal de iddy oddy, 
| _. mew, new, mew. 


There's Dicky Dimple, Billy Gimp, and Sammy Smurk, 
are poor Cats, | 


They pur and mew, and many think they" ve but the 
name of boar cats; 


To attack a rat they never dare, the taſl's too * and 


| | hardy, 
And een in facing tarmlefs mice, you often find them 
tar dy. 5 Mew, mew, mew, 


There's old aunt Tabby, who by age is growing very 
| grey, br, 
In anger chides Miſs Kitty now, cauſe the begins to plays 


firs 3 ; ain, 


But old cats, or young cats, their principle ſuch is, | 
To trap upany mouſe thatmaycome withintheir clutches. 
„ New, mew, mew. 
Grimalkin, the lawyer, by purring and by mewing, 
Decoys his poor clients like mice unto ther ruin; 
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For coming within. reach of his deſperate claws, fir, 


; They're mumbled and they're maul'd. ere they ſcape 


From his paws, fir. Mew, mew, mew. 
Next there's Jack Tar, the blue en and not to quit my 


ſtrain, ſir, 


As good a cat as Vehiningron? s, and better i in the main, 


954 


ſir; 

For ſhould Old Enelind's foes atrance, ths" Tu'k, or 
Jew, or Pagan, 

He's ſure not to eſcape, but get worcied; eruſh'a and 
ſhaken.” Mew, mew, mew. 


Then there sche cats in n parliament haran guing loud and 
bawling, 
Like thoſe upon the tiles which o'er endend are cat- 
terwauling; 


5 The ſelf ſame motive operates below as doth aer ſir, 
And all their ſqualling, ſpitting, clawing, are but ſigns 


of love, fir. ** Mew mew, mew. 


The cats of ſtate are numerous, and numerous their wiſhes, 


But like other cats they all incline to ſeize the loaves and 
fiſhes ; * 


| | And when they get in place they become of high condi. 


tion, 


| The terror and deſtruction to rats in oppoſition. 


Mew, mew, mew, &c. 


ne old Ti me is a cat that by winking and blinking, 


Cat like is always dozing to ſome people's thinking; 

And ſeeing us poor mice l no one by to watch us, 

He $ ſure to let out that t göch eh ed Death to catch us. 
BY PTY oth 2 
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For coming within. reach of his deſperate claws, fir, 


They le mumbled and they're maul'd ere they ſcape 


from his paws, fir. | Mew, mew, mew. 
Next there's Jack Tar, the blue cat, and not to quit my 


ſtrain, ſir, 


As good a cat as Meininger, and better in the main, 


fir; 
For ſhould ' Old England-s foes advance, the” Turk, or 
Jew, or Pagan, 


He's ſure not to eſeape, but get worried, d and 


; «X 


ſhaken.” Mew, mew, mew. 


Then there” s the cats in n parliament, haran guing loud and 
bawling, | 
Like thoſe upon the tiles which o'er end, are cat- 
terwauling; 


. The ſelf ſame motive operates below as doth +a fir, 
And all their ſqualling, niet, clawing, are but 3 


ol love, fir. . Mew mew, mew. 


Thecats of ſtate are numerous, and numerous their wiſhes, 


Bur like other cats they all incline to ſeize the loaves and 
fiſhes ; © 


| And when they get in place they become of high condi. 


tion, 


| The terror and deſtruction to rats in oppoſition. 


Mew, mew, mew, &c- 


old Time is a cat that by winking and blinking, 


Cat like is always dozing to ſome people's thinking; 


And ſeeing us poor mice with no one by to watch us, 


| b.. $ ſure to let out that © göch eld Death to catch us. 


4 Press * Mew, mew; me w. 
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